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Be-Bop and Beethoven 


by Juliet Garver 

Characters CaRMEN (Looks up from setting table, 
FaTHER (Mr. Greene) then dramatically waves a fork in the 
Moruer (Mrs. Greene) air): Ah, dear Mr. Beethoven. Be- 
CARMEN fore I was old enough to know better, 
Hiupy + their daughters I thought he was one of the family — 
Aipa one of my dear, departed ancestors 
JIMMY hanging mournfully on the wall. 
THEODORE P. Durron Aipa: He’s certainly been here a long 
Mrs. WHEELER time, but tonight— tonight I’m 
Rick glad we have him. Dad says we just 
BEARDED BEATNIK have to make a good impression on 
BLONDE BEATNIK Theodore P. Dutton, so he will spon- 


Serrina: The Greene living-dining room. sor Dad’s symphony orchestra — it 
At Rise: CarMEN and Aina are busy means so much to Dad. Mr. Bee- 
setting the table. Hipy is standing on thoven should help us make a good 
a chair, dusting Beethoven’s picture. impression on Mr. Dutton. 
From off-stage, we hear Beethoven’s CarmEN: Theodore P. Dutton — the 
Eroica or 5th Symphony (anything only druggist in the country who 
recognizably Beethoven will do). plays a violin in his own drug store. 
Hirpy (Dusts picture, then gets off chair (She pretends to play a violin under 
to look at it): Hmm...I really her chin.) I read about him in the 
washed Mr. Beethoven’s face. He paper last Sunday. 
hasn’t been so clean and shiny since Htpy: He’s always in the paper. I 
our Spring cleaning. know all about him. He’s rich, owns 








nine drug stores, is a bachelor, and 
is mad about long-hair music. 
Carmen: And he said there should be 
a law against the other kind. 
Aipa: We’d better hide all our good 
records. 
Hiwpy: Especially “The 
Gummy Bubble Gum.” 
CarMEN: I’m just crazy about that new 
chewing gum cha-cha. 

Aipa: Well, don’t tell Mr. Dutton, or 
Dad’s project won’t have a ghost of 
a chance. We have to help Dad con- 
vince Mr. Dutton that this town 
really needs an amateur symphony 
orchestra. 

CarMEN: Conducted by the best music 
teacher at East High. 

Hiipy: Dad really is the best music 
teacher at school. His classes are 


Crummy 


always filled first. Of course, I don’t 
dig this long-hair stuff. 


CarRMEN: Most of the kids don’t. 

Aipa: But Dad makes it almost pain- 
less. 

Hivpy: Yes. Well, let’s do a really good 
job impressing Mr. Dutton. Let’s 
tell him we’re just bugs about Bee- 
thoven. 

Arpa: Mad about Mozart and Mendels- 
sohn. 

CarMEN: And positively haunted by 
Haydn. (Moruer enters, carrying a 
vase with flowers.) Hmm, flowers. 

Hitpy: Nothing but the best for 
Theodore P. Dutton. 

CaRMEN: Why, we have flowers on our 
table every night. We wouldn’t 
think of eating without a bouquet in 
our midst. Roses and hamburgers, 
orchids and pot roast. 

Moruer (Smiling): Fried chicken to- 
night — and blueberry muffins. 


CarMEN: Mr. Dutton doesn’t have a 
fighting chance. 

Aipa: He’ll never be able to say “No” 
to Dad. 

Moruer: I hope you’re right. 

Hixpy: It’s a’ snap. We’ll make such 
a good impression that Mr. Dutton 
will agree to buy all the music, all 
the instruments, uniforms — have 
programs printed, and do everything 
Dad wants. 

Moruer: I hope so. This orchestra 
means a lot to your father. It’s been 
a dream of his as long as I can re- 
member. 

Aipa: If Mr. Dutton’s so wild about 
long-hair music, it should be easy to 
convince him. 

Moruer: It should be, but — well, 
Mr. Dutton is — uh — careful with 
his money. 

CaRMEN: You mean stingy? 

Moruer: I don’t know about that, but 
he’s worked hard to build up his 
business. A man like that — people 
are after him all the time. 

Aipa: Don’t worry, Mom. We’ll show 
him we’re the most musical family — 
we'll show him Beethoven on the 
wall. 

Hitpy: We'll hide all our movie maga- 
zines and fashion magazines, too. 
Nothing frivolous. 

Aipa: And away with all our “cool” 
records. 

CarMEN: Especially “The Crummy 
Gummy Bubble Gum.” 

MorueEr (Looks startled): Oh, that one. 

CARMEN: What’s wrong, Mom? 

Moruer (Tries to look nonchalant, but 
doesn’t succeed): Nothing. 

CarMEN: You looked so funny for a 
minute. 





Moruer: Did I? 

Aiba: Don’t tell me you’ve heard of the 
latest chewing gum cha-cha? 

Moruer: Oh, yes, I’ve heard of it. 

CarMEN: Don’t tell Mr. Dutton. 

Moruer (Serious, upset): Don’t worry, 
I won’t. (Looks at table) The table 
looks nice. 

Hivpy: Fit for a king. 

Aipa: Or a music-loving millionaire. 

CarMEN: Be sure Dad has a Beethoven 
record going in the background. 

Moruer: Your father alwavs plays 
Beethoven when he’s upset. He says 
it has a calm, soothing effect on him. 

Hintpy: Me, too. Puts me to sleep. 
(Yawns) 

Moruer: Thanks for setting the table, 
girls. I’d better get back in the 
kitchen and finish a few last-minute 
things. (She exits.) 

Hivpy: I’ll bet Mr. Dutton is an awful 
pill. 

Carmen: A walking ad for his drug 
stores. (Laughs) That’s funny. 

Aina: Not very. I think Mr. Dutton 
just likes to see his name in the 
paper. He doesn’t think much of 
today’s youth, either. Can’t you 
just picture him saying (Jmitates) 
“T don’t know what the world is 
coming to. . .”’ (Doorbell rings. She 
goes to door. Jimmy enters.) Hi, 
Jimmy. How’s the newspaper busi- 
ness? 

mmMMY: Great, just great. Of course, 

we put out the best paper in town 
— first with the news. Is your Dad 
home? 

CARMEN: Don’t tell me Dad has some- 
thing to do with the news! 

Jimmy (Laughing): He certainly has. 
Why didn’t you tell me your Dad 
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wrote a hit for Golden Jive Records? 

CarMEN, Hiupy, and Aipa (All speak- 
ing at once): What? You’re kidding! 
You’re not serious? 

Jimmy: You mean you didn’t know? 

CarMEN: We still don’t know. I mean, 
I -an’t believe it. 

Aipa: I can’t either. Not Dad! 

Hixpy: You should have told us to sit 
down first. 

CarMEN: Are you sure? 

Jimmy (Grinning): Sure as ¢an be. I 
saw it in black and white. 

Aipa: That’s not his type of music at 
all. I played a Golden Jive record 
once when Dad was home, and he 
ran to put on a pair of ear muffs, 
in the middie of July. I just can’t 
believe it. 

CarMEN: Are you sure Dad didn’t 
write something like Beethoven’s 
Third Symphony, or the Moonlight 
Sonata? 

Jimmy: Nope. It’s a fact. I saw the 
AP flash come in myself. Your 
Dad’s a celebrity, and just wait till 
you hear the name of the record. 
You’ve heard it, but I’ll bet you 
never dreamed, never in your wild- 
est dreams, that it was born right 
here in this house. 

Hitpy: You mean it’s popular now? 

Jimmy: The mostest. 

CARMEN: A Golden Jive hit. Let me 
think. Oh, no, it can’t be — not — 
not that one! 

Jimmy: That’s it. (MorTHER enters.) 
“The Crummy Gummy Bubble 
Gum,” by Alvin H. Greene, music 
teacher at East High. 

CarMEN: Oh, no! I can’t believe it. 

Moruer: It’s true. Your father wrote 
it. 





CarMEN: But, Mother, why didn’t you 
tell us? 

Moruer: We didn’t know it was going 
to be a hit. It started as — almost 
a —a joke. 

Hitpy: What a wonderful joke! 

CarMEN: I wonder what the kids in 
school will say. (Music in back- 
ground stops.) 

Jmmmy: Are you kidding? The kids 
like your Dad. He’s a pretty nice 
guy, but let’s face it. Classical 
music is like —like antique furni- 
ture. It’s worth something all right, 
but kids don’t go for it. Now, with 
this song, your Dad’s practically a 
home-town hero. (FATHER enters, 


but they don’t see him right away.) 
Your Dad knows everything there is 
to know about music — from the 
long-hair stuff to the crew-cut stuff. 
Farner: Thanks, Jimmy. That’s a 


nice way of putting it. 

Jimmy: Hello, Mr. Greene. Congratu- 
lations. 

FatuHer: Thank you. 

Jimmy: The whole school’s going to be 
very proud of you, sir. 

Fatuer (Smiling): I hope the School 
Board will feel the same way. I’m 
not so sure everybody in town will 
like my “Crummy Gummy Bubble 
Gum.” 

Aipa: We’re proud of you, Dad. 

Carmen: I can’t wait to get on the 
phone and tell all my friends. 

Jrmmy: Save your money. They can 
read all about it in the paper. Mr. 
Greene, Dad said I should get a 
statement from you, and maybe he'll 
send a photographer over later — 
maybe ‘take pictures of the whole 
family. 


Moruer: You mean, tonight? 

Jrumy: Yes, ma’am. 

Moruer: But Mr. Dutton’s coming to 
dinner. 

Jimmy: We'll take a picture of him, too. 
There’s nothing he likes better than 
getting his picture in the paper. 

FaTuHER: But look here, there’s some- 
thing I have to discuss with Mr. 
Dutton — something important. 

Jimmy: We won’t come back till pretty 
late. All right? 

Fatuer: I hopeso. Here (Hands hima 
paper) —here’s a statement I pre- 
pared for the press. I don’t want 
people in town to think I’ve sud- 
denly gone crazy, just because I 
wrote a silly song. 

CarMEN: It’s a great song, Dad. 

Hitpy: The mostest. 

FatueEr: I got tired of you girls always 
making fun of my old friend, Bee- 
thoven. I happen to be very fond of 
Beethoven. 

CaRMEN (Smiles): We know. 

Fatuer: So I decided to make fun of 
your kind of music, the stuff you 
kids jump around to, but the joke’s 
on me. I have a hit on my hands. 

Jrumy: You certainly have. (Puts paper 
in his pocket) Thanks for the state- 
ment, Mr. Greene. Say, maybe you 
could teach a course in Jazz or Pop 
Tunes next semester. 

FatueEr: I don’t know about that. The 
next thing I want to do is start an 
amateur symphony orchestra, but 
that depends on Mr. Dutton. 

Jimmy: Oh, he’s crazy about long-hair 
music. 

FatueEr: I don’t think he’ll be so craz 
about “The Crummy Gummy Bub 
ble Gum.” 





Jimmy: The man’s not hep, that’s all. 
Well, ’bye, everybody. (Starts to 
leave) I’m going to tell people I knew 
Mr. Greene when! (He leaves.) 

FatueEr: I had hoped I could keep my 
secret just a little longer, till after I 
got Mr. Dutton to agree to sponsor 
my symphony orchestra. 

CarMEN: Why can’t we still do it? 

FaTHER: What do you mean? 

CarMEN: We'll do everything as plan- 
ned, make a good impression, then 
you talk Mr. Dutton into sponsoring 
your orchestra. Then when every- 
thing’s settled, we’ll take Beethoven 
off the record player and put on your 
chewing gum cha-cha. Then you 
can tell him. 

FatueEr: And there goes my dream. 

Hitpy: Maybe not. You’ll prove to 
Mr. Dutton that you’re a man of 
many talents — versatile. 

MorueEr: Maybe you don’t need Mr. 
Dutton. Maybe you can use some 
of the money from “The Crummy 
Gummy Bubble Gum” to start your 
own orchestra. 

Fatuer: I thought of that, but we 
have three daughters to send to col- 
lege and you know how much that 
costs. Besides, it’s good to have a 
sponsor like Mr. Dutton. We'd 
never have to worry about money. 
He could underwrite everything. 

Moruer: We'll do as Carmen sug- 
gested. We just won’t tell him till 
everything’s all set. 

Aipa: And not till he’s eaten your out- 
of-this-world, home-cooked dinner. 
They say “food soothes the savage 
beast.” 

Hitpy: Not food, dummy. 
soothes the savage breast.’ 


“Music 
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Aipa: (Sighs): We always get back to 
music. (Doorbell) 

CarMEN: There’s Mr. Dutton. (She 
goes to door. Mr. Dutton enéers, 
wearing a coat and hat and carrying 
an umbrella and violin case.) 

Mr. Dutton (Clearing his throat): Uh 
... hum... good evening. 

CarMEN: Hello, Mr. Dutton. I’m Car- 
men Greene. (Laughs'a bit self- 
consciously). We all have musical 
names. 

Hiipy: Mine’s Hildy — I mean, Brun- 
hilde. 

Aipa: I’m Aida. 

Fatuer: And this is my wife. 
(MorHER nods, smiles.) 

Mr. Dutton: (Goes towards MotHEr): 
Thank you for inviting me. 

MorTuHer: We’re so glad you could 
come. 

Mr. Durron: (Takes off his hat and 
coat, and hands them to Aipa who 
carries them off-stage): I brought my 
violin. I love to play my violin after 
dinner — if you don’t mind. 

Moruer: Not at all. We love good 
music. 

Mr. Dutton: So do I, so do I. (Goes 
to sit down). Not enough good music 
around these days. (Sits down) I 
heard something on the radio this 
morning —oh, a terrible bit of 
noise, something about chewing 
gum. 

Moruer: (Shocked): Oh, my! 

Mr. Durron: I don’t blame you for 
getting pale, dear lady. It was ter- 
rible. I had to take an extra tran- 
quilizer before breakfast. Usually, 
I take only one, but this morning, I 
had to take two. 

Moruer (Starts to exit): I’d better fin- 





ish making dinner. Girls, I’ll need 
your help. (They start . ‘eave.) 

Mr. Dutton: Could I trouble you for 
a glass of water? 

Moruer: No trouble at all. 
one of the girls bring it. 

Mr. Dutton: Italf a glass is all I need. 
(They exit.) I always take a pill be- 
fore each meal — aids my digestion 
and stimulates my gastric juices. 

Fatuer: I see. 

Mr. Dutton: You know, pills are a 
wonderful thing. I believe in the 
right kind of pills and the right kind 
of music. That’s what I believe. 

Fatuer: But, Mr. Dutton, there are 
all kinds of music. 

Mr. Dutton: And all kinds of pills — 
some are poison. (Hiipy enters with 
glass of water. Mr. Durron takes a 
bottle of pills out of his pocket, takes 
a pill, drinks water, hands back glass 
to Hitpy, who ezits.) Nice family 
you have, Mr. Greene. 

Fatuer: Thank you. 

Mr. Durron: Let’s stop being polite 
and get down to business. 

FatuHEer: What? 

Mr. Durron: I’m a business man, and 
you can’t spend hours saying “hello- 
how-are-you”’ — never get any busi- 
ness done that way. 

Fatuer: I guess not. 

Mr. Dutron: Now you want me to 
sponsor a symphony orchestra — 
put up the money for it. 

Fatuer: You would be doing a won- 
derful thing for this town. It would 
be a way of bringing the “right” 
music to a lot more people. And it 
would give young people a chance to 
play in a real orchestra. 

Mr. Dutron (Thinking it over): Of 


T’ll have 


course, people can hear music on 
radio and TV. Those who can afford 
it can buy records. 

FaTueEr: It’s not the same thing. It’s 
— it’s like watching a baseball game 
on TV. It’s all right, but isn’t it 
more exciting to be right there in the 
stands? 

“tr. Durron: More expensive, too. 

FatuHER: But worth it. (CARMEN enters 
with tomato juice and crackers, and 
offers some to them.) 

Mr. Durron: Thank you. I’ve already 
had 500 units of Vitamin C today, 
but a little more won’t hurt. (Drinks 
juice) 

CarMEN: Dad, do you want me to play 
some records? Beethoven or Brahms? 

FatHerR: Not now, Carmen. Maybe 
later. 

CarMEN: (Eagerly): Dad’s always lis- 
tening to Beethoven. We have all 
Beethoven’s symphonies. We even 
have Beethoven on the wall. 
(Points) 

Mr. Dutton (Noncommitial): Hmm. 
(Eats a cracker, then doorbell rings. 
CarRMEN goes to door. Mrs. WHEELER 
enters.) 

Mrs. Wueeter: Is your father home? 

CarMEN: Yes, but... . 

FatHEer: Come in, Mrs. Wheeler. (She 
does.) I’d like you to meet Mr. 
Dutton. 

Mrs. WHEELER: 
Dutton? 

Mr. Dutton (Pleased): Why, yes. 

Mrs. WHEELER: I’ve read about you 
in the paper, and I’ve seen your pic- 
ture dozens of times. You’re much 
nicer looking than your picture. 

Mr. Dutton (Flattered): Why, thank 
you. 


Not Theodore P. 





Fatuer: Mrs. Wheeler is President of 
our Music Lovers’ Club. 

Mr. Dutton: You don’t say. 

Mrs. WHeEeEter: And that’s why I’m 
here, Mr. Greene. I just heard the 
most dreadful rumor. Why, I 
couldn’t believe my ears. I said — 
no, not Mr. Greene. He couldn’t. 
Anybody else, but not Mr. Greene. 

CARMEN (Quickly): Mrs. Wheeler, are 
you hungry? I wish you’d come out 
to the kitchen and try Mom’s new 
recipe for fried chicken. She uses 
sour cream and caraway seeds. 

Mrs. WHEELER: I gave her that recipe 
myself. 

Mr. Durron: I see you’re a good cook 
as well as a music lover. 

CarMEN: Mrs. Wheeler’s the best cook 
in the world. 

Mrs. WHEELER (Flattered, laughs): 
Now, Carmen. 

CarMEN: She has a secret recipe for 
chocolate cake, and her angel food 
cake is as light as a feather. 

Mrs. WHEELER: Thank you, Carmen. 
What I came over here for — 

CarMEN (Interrupts): And I’m wild 
about your oatmeal cookies. 

Fatuer: All right, Carmen .. . that’s 
enough. Thanks anyway. 

Mrs. WHEELER: Getting back to that 
rumor. 


Fatuer: It’s not a rumor. I may as 
well admit it. I did write that song 
you mean. 


Mrs. WHEELER: Oh, no! . 

CaRMEN: We’re very proud of him. All 
the kids are crazy about “The 
Crummy Gummy Bubble Gum.” 


Mr. Dutton: The what? 
CarMEN: It’s the latest chewing gum 
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cha-cha. We play nothing else down 
at the Juke Box after school. 

Mr. Dutton: That’s what I heard this 
morning, Mr. Greene. I can’t be- 
lieve you could write such a — such 
seed 

Mrs. WHEELER: I couldn’t believe it 
either, Mr. Greene. Not you, you 
of all people. I thought you were 
opposed to that kind of music — a 
man in your position. 

Mr. Dutton: Exactly my feelings. 

Fatuer: No, I’m not really opposed to 
any kind of music. I happen to pre- 
fer Beethoven myself, but, Mrs. 
Wheeler, let’s face it— there are 
all kinds of music in this world to 
satisfy the needs of all kinds of 
people. 

Mrs. WHEELER: Well, I, for one, don’t 
listen to it. 

Mr. Dutton: Neither do I. That’s the 
worst song I’ve ever heard. 

Mrs. WuHeeEvER: I must say I’m dis- 
appointed in you, Mr. Greene, 

Carmen: The kids in school won’t be 
disappointed. I’ll bet everybody will 
want to join your orchestra now. 

Mrs. WHeEeEeR: I hope you're not 
going to teach this chewing gum stuff 
to your students. Most of them run 
away from good music now. You’re 
setting a very bad example. 

Mr. Durron: I certainly agree with 
you, dear lady, 100 per cent. 

Mrs. WuHeever: I don’t think you 
should speak to the Music Lovers 
next month. I’ll have to call a spe- 
cial meeting of the Program Com- 
mittee and get a new speaker. It’s 
unbelievable. Goodbye, Mr. Dutton. 
Nice meeting you. (She starts to 
exit.) 





Mr. Dutron: Goodbye, Mrs. Wheeler. 
(She exits.) 

CarMEN: I’ll go help Mom. (She picks 
up dishes and carries tray off-stage.) 

Fatuer: Well, Mr. Dutton, now you 
know. 

Mr. Dutton: I don’t see how a teacher 
of Music Appreciation could write 
such a song. How can you expect to 
conduct a young people’s orchestra 
after this? I’m willing to put up 
money to further young peoples’ in- 
terest in good music, but I want the 
right kind of man to direct them — 
a man these young people can look 
up to. (Shakes his head, goes over to 
pick up his violin case) I think I’d 
better be going. It’s no use wasting 
my time here. (MOorueEr endéers, 
followed by CARMEN and Aipa.) 

Moruer: Dinner will be ready in just 
a few minutes. (Sees violin case in 
Mr. Durron’s hand) I’m so glad 
you’re going to play for us. 

Mr. Durron: (Slightly embarrassed) : 
Well, I— (Hinpy enters with water 
pitcher and fills glasses with water.) 

Moruer: My father used to play the 
violin, and any time I hear a violin 
solo, it — reminds me of him. 

FatHer: Mr. Dutton wasn’t going to 
play for us — he was leaving. 

Moruer: You can’t leave now, not be- 
fore dinner. Surely you can stay for 
dinner? I thought a bachelor like 
you would love a home-cooked meal. 

CarMEN: Mother’s new fried chicken 
recipe is wonderful. 

Aipa: And her blueberry muffins are 
out of this world. 

Mr. Durron: (Weakens, puts down 
violin case): All right, I’ll stay, but 
just for dinner. 


Moruer: I don’t know what’s going 
on. 

Fatuer: Mr. Dutton doesn’t approve 
of “The Crummy Gummy Bubble 
Gum,”’ dear. 

Moruer: Oh, that. 

Mr. Dutton: Yes, that. 

Moruer: My husband really wrote it 
as a—a, sort of joke, and now it’s 
making money for him. 

Mr. Durron (Surprised, almost re- 
spectful): You get money from that 
conglomeration of noise? 

FATHER (Smiles): I’m afraid Ido. I’m 
not getting rich, but it is nice to 
have the extra money. (Doorbell 
rings.) 

Moruer: Carmen, please see who it is. 
(CARMEN goes to door. Rick enters.) 

CARMEN: Well, if it isn’t Mr. Mambo 
Combo, in person — the leader of 
the band. 

Rick: Say, I just met Jimmy at the 
Juke Box and he told me the big 
news. You could have knocked me 
over with a drumstick. 

CarMEN: And not the kind that comes 
off a chicken, either. 

Rick (Notices Mr. Dutron): Oh, I 
didn’t mean to intrude. I mean, if 
you have company — 

FatueEr: It’s all right, Rick . . . come 
on in. Mr. Dutton, this is Rick 
Parsons. 

Rick: Hi. I was bowled over when I 
heard you wrote “The Crummy 
Gummy Bubble Gum,” Mr. Greene. 
Our combo played it last Saturday 
night at a club dance. We played it 
four times, by popular request. 

Fatuer: I don’t understand it. I think 
it’s like a lot of other cha-cha 
numbers. 





Mr. Dutton: I don’t understand it, 
either. 

Rick: (Enthusiastically): Oh, 
zing. 

Fatuer: Zing? Well, thanks, Rick, 
thanks for telling me. 

Ricx: Mr. Greene, our whole combo 
wants to join your new symphony 
orchestra. 

FatuHerR: They do? 

Rick: Right. We didn’t think much 
of the long-hair stuff before, but if a 
man like you can write a number 
like “The Crummy Gummy Bubble 
Gum,” I guess we can try playing 
your kind of music. You certainly 
spoke our language with that chewing 
gum cha-cha. 

Fatuer (Pleased, surprised): I did? 

Rick: Right. You should hear the kids 
at the Juke Box. Everybody wants 
to join your orchestra now. You'll 
be swamped Monday morning. 

Fatuer: Thanks, Rick. Thanks for 
telling me. 

Rick: I’d better be going. We’re going 
to rehearse in my basement tonight. 
*Bye, everybody. (He evzits.) 

Mr. Durron: I guess I’ll never under- 
stand young people. That song has 
made you practically a hero. 

FatTHER: Young people do get enthusi- 
astic — that’s what’s so wonderful 
about them. 

Moruer: Before anything else happens 
around here and before anybody else 
comes over, I’m going to put dinner 
on the table. 

Hipy: I’ll help serve. (They exit.) 

Mr. Dutton: Lot of excitement a- 
round here. 

FatueEr: Yes, there certainly is. (Door- 
beli rings. CARMEN goes to door. The 
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BLONDE BEatTnIk and the BEARDED 
BEaATNIK enter. The BEARDED BEAtT- 
NIK has a long beard, wears jeans, a 
torn shirt, no shoes, etc. The BLONDE 
BEATNIK is also barefoot. She has 
long, unruly blonde hair. A dyed 
floor mop will do. She is wearing 
faded jeans and a boy’s shirt with 
shirttail hanging out.) 

BEARDED BEaTNIK: This where Alvin 
Greene hangs out? 

CarMEN: He lives here, if that’s what 
you mean. (Aipa enters with a tray 
of rolls and stands still, startled by the 
visitors. ) 

BLONDE Beatnik: The guy who wrote 
“The Crummy Gummy Bubble 
Gum”? Don’t tell me he lives in 
conventional-type surroundings like 
these. 

CarRMEN: Yes, this is it. Maybe you’d 
like to come back some other time 
to see him? Tomorrow, maybe? 

BEARDED BEATNIK: No, we want to 
meet the guy now. 

FarueEr: It’s all right, Carmen. Ask 
them to come in. (They walk in, look 
around, see Beethoven’s picture on the 
wall.) 

BionpE Beatnik: Say, who’s the 
square? 

CarMEN: That’s Beethoven. 

BEARDED Beatnik: What a sense of 
humor! 

Aipa: It’s true, and this is my Dad, 
Mr. Greene. 

Fatruer: How do you do. 

Aipa: Dad’s a real bug on Beethoven. 

BLoNnDE Bratnik: That’s O.K. You 
don’t have to apologize. That’s 
what’s nice about being a beatnik — 
anything goes. 

Fatuer: So now I’m a beatnik. 





Mr. Durron: That’s what comes from 
writing a song like yours. 

BEARDED BEaTNIK: Are you really the 
character who wrote that “Crummy 
Gummy Bubble Gum” jazz? 

Faruer: I’m afraid so, and this is Mr. 
Dutton. 

Mr. Durron: I had nothing to do with 
it. 

Bionpe Beatnik (/n loud aside to 
BEARDED BeEaTNIK): This guy 
doesn’t look like a-bona fide beatnik 
to me. He’s much too ordinary. 

CarMEN: I don’t think my father’s 
one bit ordinary. 

Bearpep Beatnik: Ah, don’t mind 
her. She’s a very ignorant beatnik, 
but she plays the guitar, so we let 
her hang around. Mr. Greene, we 
like your cha-cha number so much, 
we're going to come and hear your 
symphony orchestra play. Beatniks 
like all kinds of music. Me, I like 
Sibelius. 

Mr. Dutton: I can’t believe it. 

BEARDED BEATNIK: It’s true. 
Greene — 

Fatuer: Yes? 

BrearpED Beatnik: I happen to be 
President of the Bona Fide Beatniks. 
We’re a group of artists, musicians 
and writers. None of us is famous 
yet, but someday we will be. We 
want to make you a member of our 
honorary group. 

Fatuer: Well, thank you, but I’m not 
a beatnik. In fact, I teach music 
appreciation at East High. 

BEARDED Beatnik: We know. 

BionpE Beatnik: We won’t hold it 
against you. Some people can’t help 
what they do. 

FaTHER (Amused): I guess not. 


Mr. 


BEARDED Bratnik: Mr. Greene, we’re 
throwing a party this Saturday 
night at the Arts Club, and we want 
you to be our guest of honor in honor 
of your great achievement in the 
Beatnik world. ‘The Crummy 

' Gummy Bubble Gum” will probably 
go down in beatnik history. 

Bionpe Beatnik: Don’t dress up. 
Wear any old thing. 

FarueEr: All right. 

BEARDED BEaTNIK: See you Saturday, 
fellow beatnik. C’mon, barefoot gal. 
(They exit.) 

Carmen: Now I’ve seen everything, 
and I mean everything. 

Hitpy: What’s with these beatnik 
characters, Dad? 

FatHEeR: You know what they are? 
Beatniks are artists and writers who 
are still struggling or dreaming. 

. Once they become successful, they 
change and become just as normal 
and ordinary as everyone else. 

Mr. Durtron: This has been quite an 
evening. 

Moruer (Entering): Dinner’s ready. 

Fatuer: You don’t know it, but while 
you were cooking, I was just made 
an honorary beatnik. 

Moruer: You're not serious? 

FaTHER: Yes, we just had two beatnik 
visitors. 

Moruer (Horrified): Oh, no! 

CarMEN: Dad was invited to a beatnik 
party. 

Aipa: As the guest of honor. 

Mr. Dutton: It’s the wrong kind of 
publicity for a man who wants to 
lead a symphony orchestra for young 
people. 

CarMEN: I think it’s the right kind of 
publicity. 





Moruer (Warningly): Carmen. 

CarMEN: Well, Ido. Most kids think a 
symphony conductor is a. stiff, 
serious, pompous man, but my Dad’s 
different. You heard what Rick 
said, Mr. Dutton. Dad speaks their 
language. 

Hiwpy: She’s right. . 

Aipa: I think Dad’s the only one in 
this town who could get young 
people interested in long-hair music 
and in playing in a symphony 
orchestra. Dad’s the only man for 
the job. 

Farner: You'll have to excuse my 
family, Mr. Dutton. They get 
carried away. (Smiles) And, of 


course, they’re prejudiced. 
Moruer: We certainly are. (Doorbell 
rings. CARMEN goes to door. JIMMY 
enters.) 
Jmmy: The whole town’s buzzing. Mr. 


Greene, you won’t believe it but 
everybody wants to join your or- 
chestra. 

Mr. Durron: You mean, in spite of 
the chewing gum cha-cha? 

Jimmy: No, I mean because of it. Mr. 
Greene, you’re as popular as your 
record. 

Faruer: Thanks, Jimmy. 

Jimmy: And, Mr. Dutton, I understand 
you are going to sponsor our or- 
chestra. 

Mr. Durron: Well, I — 

Fatuer: Mr. Dutton has changed his 
mind. 

Mr. Dutron: I’ve changed my mind 


again. Maybe I’m a little old- 
fashioned when it comes to young 
people. I keep modernizing my 
stores, so I guess I’ll have to mod- 
ernize some of my ideas. 

CarMEN: Good for you, Mr. Dutton. 

Mr. Durron: Mr. Greene, it seems 
you have the wholehearted support 
of your students. 

Jimmy: He certainly has. 

Mr. Durron: So I can’t do less than 
give you mine. 

Fatuer: Why, thank you, Mr. Dutton. 

Jimmy: I’ll go get the photographer. 
He’s taking his equipment out of the 
car. Everybody get ready to take a 
picture. He exits.) 

Moruer: I think we should pose at 
the dinner table, and I’ll serve 
dinner. (All move towards table.) 

Hiupy (As they sit down): Mr. Dutton, 
you have zing. 

Mr. Durron: Well (Smiles), maybe 
I have. 

CaRMEN: I can see the headlines now: 
“Drug Tycoon Makes Symphony 
Boom.” 

Aipa: Or how about “Cool Composer 
Conducts Chopin?” (Jimmy’s voice 
is heard off-stage.) 

Jimmy (Off-stage): Is everybody ready 
for the picture? 

Mr. Durron: All set. (Everybody poses 
and smiles. They all sit like grinning 
statues as the curtain comes slowly 
down.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 12) 
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The Curse of Hag Hollow 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 

SABILLA 

AURILLA 

VANILLA 

TERRY BAxtTER, the curse of Hag Hollow 

CasPER CRAMER 

DrusILtLa DEANE 

Sertine: The cave of the three witches. 

Ar Rise: SABILLA ts seated at a table, 
eating a dish of cereal. The label of 
the giant cereal box facing the audience 
reads GHOST TOASTIES. AURILLA is 
hobbling about, half-heartedly sweeping 
with the traditional witch’s broom. 
From time to time she pauses to take a 
drink of red liquid from an enormous 
goblet. 

Sapitta (Pushing back her bowl): I 
can’t swallow another mouthful. In 
the past week I’ve eaten my way 
through a dozen boxes of Ghost 
Toasties. You and Vanilla will have 
to finish them. 

AuRILLA (Pausing to take a drink): 
Don’t count on me. I’m still on my 
diet. Three glasses of Skinnycal a 
day! 

SaBiLLA: Humph! I can’t see that it’s 
doing much for you. You’re sneak- 
ing too many salted rat tails on the 
side. 

AuRILLA: You’re just jealous. That’s 
all that ails you. 

SaBpi.ua: I’m comfortable just as I am, 
thank you. Besides, at our age, a 
little extra weight is becoming. 

AuriLiaA: Nonsense! Who ever heard 
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of a fat witch? And one of these 
days you’re not going to get off the 
ground. Haven’t you noticed how 
your broomstick creaks and groans 
at every take-off? There’s a limit to 
what a witch’s broom can carry. 

SaBiLLA: Well, there’s definitely a 
limit to the amount of Ghost Toast- 
ies I can eat, and I’ve reached it. 

AurILLA: But think of all the Green 
Slaving Stamps! Twenty-four with 
every package. 

SaBILLA: Green Slaving Stamps or no 
Green Slaving Stamps, I’ve had it! 
AuRILLA: But, Sabilla, as soon as we 
fill our last book we can get another 

Green Slave. 

Sapitua: So what? The last one we 
had was more bother than she was 
worth. We had to get rid of her. 

AuRILLA: I’ll admit she was a mistake. 
But this one will be different. I’m 
going to pick her out myself. 

SaBILLA: None of these flesh and blood 
girls make good slaves. They’re all 
afraid of work. 

Avuritia: Afraid of work, and afraid 
of everything else. That was the 
trouble with our last one. She had 
a fear complex. Scared to death of 
mice, bats, toads, spiders, frogs, 
worms, snakes! She was in a panic 
the whole time she was here. 

SaBiLua: And a terrible cook! Horrors! 
What a mess she made of a simple 
dish of Toad Stew and Kippered 
Spiders! 





AurILLA: The next one will be better. 
I’m going to pick her out myself, 
and we’ll have no more screaming- 
meemies about the place. (Off-stage 
call of “‘Yoo-hoo! Look what I have!’’) 

Sapruia: Great-grandfather’s Ghost! 
Here comes Vanilla! What is she 
screeching about now? (VANILLA 
enters, driving the new GREEN SLAVE 
ahead of her with a broomstick. The 
slave is dressed as a scrub woman, 
with head tied up in a dustcloth; 
wears a long, coverall apron and car- 
ries a mop and pail.) 

Vaniiua (Chuckling): Faster, my girl, 
faster! We’ll have no sluggards in 
Hag Hollow. Pick up your feet! 

Sapmia: What is the meaning of this? 
Who is this earthworm? 

VaniLLA: It’s our new Green Slave. 
What do you think of her? 

Avritia: I thought it was my turn to 
make the selection. 

Vantaa: Now, don’t be cross, Aurilla. 
I had the stamp books with me, and 
when I saw this creature, I was 
afraid someone else might snap her 
up. Just look at those muscles. 

Sapriia: All brawn and no brain, if 
you ask me! 

Vantaa: At least this one isn’t afraid 
of her own shadow. 

Aura: We'll soon see about that. 
Go fetch me the market basket. 
(Exit VANILLA) 

SaBriia: What’s your name, Creature? 
Don’t you have a tongue? 

Terry: Sure, I have a tongue, but this 
is the first chance I’ve had to use it. 

Avuritita: Ummph! A saucy one! Well, 
we'll soon teach you some manners. 
Now, what is your name? 


Terry: My name is Terry — Terry 
Baxter. 

Avritua: Terry, eh? Well, now, Terry, 
we’ll soon see if you’ll make a suit- 
able slave for a witch’s den.(VANILLA 
enters with basket from which Av- 
RILLA draws forth a big, black spider 
which she dangles before Trrry’s 
face.) 

Auritia (Crackling): Do you know 
what this is, my pretty? 

Terry: Of course, I know what it is. 
It’s an Arachnida. And don’t call 
me “pretty.” 

Saprtta: Hold your tongue, Slave. 
That’s a spider. Aren’t you afraid 
of it? 

Terry: I said it was a spider, didn’t I? 
I told you it was an Arachnida. And 
why should I be afraid of it? After 
all, it’s nothing more than. an 
arthropod that happens to be able 
to spin a web. 

VanrL1A: But aren’t you afraid it will 
bite you? 

Terry: Don’t be silly. This is merely 
a garden spider, and certainly not 
poisonous. Now if it were a Latro- 
dectus mactans, or, as you would say, 
a black widow, that would be a 
different story. 

SaBrtLa: This is mighty strange talk 
coming from a slave, Vanilla. What 
sort of creature have you brought 
home? 

VANILLA: At least there’s no screeching 
and screaming at the mere sight of a 
spider. That’s better than the last 
one we had. 

Auritua: If you’re not afraid of spiders 
how do you like this fellow? (Dangles 
a frog before Tmerry’s eyes) 

Terry: I must say you ladies go in for 





. 
anusual pets. Frogs are ugly but 
harmless little creatures, just tailless 
vertebrates known as Amphibia or 
Anura, 

SaBILLA: Maybe we have something 
here, girls — a green slave who has 
no fear of creepy, crawly things. 

VANILLA: What about cooking? Do 
you think you could make Toad Stew 
and Kippered Spiders? 

Terry: Probably. I’ve cut up plenty 
of frogs in biology class, but I’ve 
never actually cooked any. 

AUuRILLA (Returning basket to VANILLA) : 
Put these back in the kitchen, 
Vanilla, and I’ll get her started on 
the cleaning. Come along, Slave, 
and I’ll show you where to start. 
(Exit VANILLA) 

Terry: Just a minute. So far, you’ve 
done all the talking. Now it’s my 
turn. 

AURILLA: Slaves don’t have turns. Do 
as you’re told, speak when you are 
spoken to, and we'll get along all 
right. 

Terry: But I don’t get it. Who are 
you and what is this bit about my 
being a slave? 

SaBiLLa: I don’t see why we should 
bother with introductions, but I 
guess it won’t do any harm to tell 
you our names. We are the three 
witches of Hag Hollow. I am Sabilla. 
This is Aurilla, and the one who 
brought you here is Vanilla, our 
youngest sister. 

AuRILLA: We just filled our last book of 
Green Slaving Stamps, and she had 
them redeemed for you. 

VANILLA (Re-entering): Since we’re all 
getting older, we need a strong, 
husky girl for the heavy work and 


the cooking. Now bring your brush 
and pail and get on the job. 

Terry: Not so fast! Not so fast! I 
have news for you... big news. In 
the first place, I am not a slave, 
green or otherwise! And in the 
second place, I am not a strong, 
husky girl! I am a boy! 

Auu: A what? 

Terry: You heard me. I’m a boy! 

SaBILLA: But you’re wearing a dress! 

AuriLua: And an apron! 

VaniLia: And you said your name is 
Terry. 

Terry: But I’m a boy, just the same. 
(Removes head covering and lowers 
trouser legs which have been rolled up 
above the knees) This crazy outfit is 
my costume for the school Halloween 
party to which I was going when 
your Slave Snatcher shanghaied me. 
And Terry happens to be a nickname 
for Terence. Now are you con- 
vinced? (Witches run around stage, 
screaming in terror, AURILLA and 
SABILLA jump on stools as if escaping 
a mouse. VANILLA crouches behind a 
table.) 

Au: A boy! A boy! Help! Help! Mercy — 
on us! A boy! A boy! 

Terry: What’s the matter? Have you 
gone off your rocker? 

Auritta (Trembling with fright): 
You’re a boy! 

SaBiLLA (Shuddering with horror): A 
real, live boy! 

VANILLA (Quaking with terror): And 
you’re right here in our cave! 

Terry: So what? You brought me 
here, didn’t you? Why all the fuss? 

Wircues (Each pointing a finger at 
Terry): You are the Curse of Hag 
Hollow. 





Terry: Who? Me? The what? 

Au (With great solemnity): The Curse 
of Hag Hollow! 

Terry (Laughing): Now I’ve heard 
everything! I’ve been called a lot of 
names in my time, but this takes 
the cake! ‘The Curse of Hag Hol- 
low!” Wow! 

AURILLA: Stop that laughing. 

SaBiLLa: This is no laughing matter! 

VaniLLA (Sobbing): And to think it 
was I who brought this curse upon 
my innocent (She weeps 
wildly.) 

Terry: Will you stop that cater- 
wauling and tell me what this is all 
about? First I’m a Green Slave and 
now I’m the Curse of Hag Hollow! 
No wonder I’m mixed up. 

WrircueEs (Pointing at slave and chanting 
in sepulchral tones): 

When a boy, in girl’s disguise, 
Fools your ears and blinds your eyes, 


sisters! 


Then will come a quick disaster! 

Then the slave will be the master! 
Then will black misfortune follow! 
This the Curse upon Hag Hollow! 


Terry: It all sounds like mumbo- 
jumbo to me. Doesn’t make a grain 
of sense. 

Sapitua: That’s what Papa said until 
the day he was taken in by a mas- 
querader and saw Great-grand- 
mamma dissolved in a pail of water, 
right before his very eyes. 

Avuritta: Hold your tongue, sister. 
You'll be giving him ideas. 

VANILLA: What difference does it make 
now? Our only hope is to throw our- 
selves on his mercy. (All drop to their 
knees in elaborate salaams.) 

Au: All hail to the Master of Hag 
Hollow! 
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AURILLA: We are yours to command — 
body and broomstick! 

SaBILLA: You are our leader! 

VANILLA: Your wish is our law! 

Terry: I must be on the Twilight Zone 
program! When does the com- 
mercial come on? (AURILLA indi- 
cates tallest stool for Terry to sit on.) 

AvuRILLA: Sit here, Master, and issue 
your royal decrees. 

SABILLA (Putting mop in his hand): 
This shall be your scepter, sire, the 
symbol of your power over us. 

VANILLA: You have only to speak and 
we will do your bidding. 

TERRY: But I don’t know what to say. 
I’ve never been in a situation like 
this before. 

AvURILLA: Maybe you would like to go 
home. 

SaBILLA: We can return you in a jiffy. 

VANILLA: And we will never trouble 
you again. 

Terry (Settling himself): No, no. I 
think I’ll stay — at least for a while. 
I’m beginning to like it here. In fact, 
I think this whole deal may have 
possibilities. 

AurILLA: Surely there is something we 
can do for you. 

Terry: Like what? 

SaBILLA: Have you no enemies? 

Terry (Pondering): Well, not exactly, 
but there are one or two people who 
have been getting in my hair lately. 
Just what did you have in mind? 

AuRILLA: You have only to name them, 
and their cows will never give an- 
other drop of milk. 

SaBILtA: Their chickens 
lay another egg! 

VaniLua: Their crops will dry up and 
wither away! 


will never 





Terry: That’s no good. These people 
I have in mind don’t have any cows 
or chickens and they don’t raise any 
crops. Can’t you think of anything 
else? 

AuURILLA: We can put a spell on any- 
body you name. A thousand pins 
and needles will be pricking their 
arms and legs. Mysterious pains 
will shoot through their bodies! 

Terry: Oh no! I wouldn’t want any- 
thing like that. 

VANILLA: How about a nice transfor- 
mation? 

Terry: What do you mean? 

VANILLA: Sabilla is very good at chang- 
ing people into animals and insects. 

AuvrRILLA: Remember that fat little 
spider I showed you? That’s really 
old Mrs. Flanders. Used to live next 
door to a friend of ours. Quite a nice 
woman in her way, until she de- 


veloped the nasty habit of stealing 
our friend’s knitting patterns and 
passing them off as her own. Well, 
Sabilla fixed her, but good! 


VaniLLA: And that frog? Did you 
notice how nice and fat he was? 

Terry: Don’t tell me he used to be a 
person! 

VANILLA: Of course. Quite a horrible 
little man, really. Used to drive his 
neighbors crazy playing the tuba. 
Now, thanks to Sabilla, he can 
croak to his heart’s content without 
disturbing a soul! 

Terry: This may be the very thing! 
Yep, the more I think of it, the 
better I like it. 

SaBiLua (Rubbing her hands with glee): 
Goody! Goody! I can hardly wait 
to get started. Who is this enemy 
you wish me to destroy? 


Terry: His name is . . . Now, wait a 
minute! I wouldn’t want him de- 
stroyed permanently. I just want 
him out of the way for the time be- 
ing. Can you change him back 
again later on? 

SaBILLA: Oh, sure. Any time you say 
the word. (Snapping her fingers) 
Just like that! 

Terry: O.K. I'll give it a try. His 
name is Casper Cramer and he lives 
at 922 East Maple Street, Harris- 
town, Pennsylvania. 

SaBILLA: Casper Cramer? Can you 
tell me a little more about him? I 
take pride in matching my trans- 
formations with my victims’ per- 
sonalities. 

Terry: Well, I guess you might say 
that Casper is quite a guy, at least 
in his own opinion. He’s... well. .I 
hate to admit this, but he’s good 
looking . . . at least all the girls seem 
to think so. He’s tall, dark, plays 
basketball, and he’s quite a singer. 
In fact, he was to be the soloist at 
our Halloween party tonight — the 
same party I was going to when this 
character (Indicates VANILLA) 80 
rudely interrupted me. 

SABILLA: Ummm! Tall, dark and 
handsome! Likes to play with a ball! 
Fast on his feet! Likes to sing... 
ummmm! I’ve got it! I’ve got it! 
Casper the Cat! How does that ap- 
peal to you? 

Terry: Fine! In fact, that’s great! 
Boy, oh boy, I can just see old 
Casper ducking the boots and shoes 
people will throw at him when he 
starts yowling! And wait till he 
catches his first mouse. Hurry up 
let’s get this show on the road! 





SaBILLA: I’m practically there, Master. 

Aura: Do you have your magic 
spray gun? 

SaBiua: Right here in my pocket. 

VANILLA: I’ll meet you in front of the 
cave and give your broomstick an 
extra push. (Hzit Sapa and 
VANILLA.) 

Terry: How long do you think it will 
take? 

AurILLA: Sabilla will be back with her 
report before you can say “Scat!” 
This Casper must be a deadly enemy. 
What evil has he done you, Master? 

Terry: He’s done plenty, the rat! ... 
er ...I mean... the cat! He’s 
stolen my girl, that’s what he’s done. 

AuriLLA: No wonder you wanted him 
catapulted into oblivion. 

Terry: You see, I had a date for this 
Halloween party two weeks ago, and 
then, at the last minute, Drusilla 


fell for this big operator, Casper 
Cramer. 

Avuriia: Drusilla? 

Terry: Yeah, Drusilla Deane. (With 
rapture) Man, oh man! You should 
see her! 

Avuritua: Is she beautiful? 


Terry: She’sa knockout. Red hair. . 

AURILLA (With excitement): Red hair? 

Terry: Gorgeous red hair, big green 
eyes... 

AuRILLA (Even more excited): Green 
eyes? 

TeERrRY: Well, maybe not exactly green, 
but a greenish blue... 

Avuritia: Tell me, does she have a 
wart on her chin — something like 
mine? 

Terry: Ye gods, no! Drusilla doesn’t 
have any warts at all. But she does 
havea dimple... and it 7s in her chin. 
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Auritia: I thought as much. 

Terry: You sound as if you know 
Drusilla. Why are you asking all 
these questions? 

AvRILLA: I just like to hear you talk 
about her. You make her sound so 
bewitching. By the way, does she 
like to go swimming? 

Terry: Now that’s a funny thing for 
you to ask. As it happens, Drusilla 
hates the water. She won’t even 
walk in the rain if she can help it. 

AuvrILLA: This is very interesting, very 
interesting, indeed. 

VANILLA (Re-entering): Well, she’s off! 
I gave her a good, big shove and 
sent her up in the air like a rocket. 

AuURILLA: Our master has another 
problem, Vanilla. You and I have 
work to do. 

VANILLA: More enemies? 

AURILLA: Quite the opposite. Our 
young master is suffering from un- 
requited love. 

VANILLA: Excellent! Excellent! It will 
give us a chance to try out our new 
formula. 

Terry: Now, look here, I don’t want 
anything to happen to Drusilla. 
VaniLLa: Drusilla! Did you say Dru- 

stlla? 

AuRILLA: Yes, our lord and master has 
fallen victim to the charms of a 
young lady by the name of Drusilla 
... Drusilla Deane. 

VANILLA: But wasn’t that the name 
ae 

Terry: What goes on here? You both 
sound as if you know Drusilla. 

AuRILLA: Pray don’t jump to con- 
clusions, Master. 

Terry: I want it distinctly understood 
she’s not to be changed into any 





beast, bird, or fish. I like her the way 
she is. 

Vani. : Nothing will happen to Dru- 
silla. I promise you. 

Terry: Then what’s all this about a 
formula? 

AuvrILLA: It’s just a simple little love 
potion Vanilla and I have dreamed 
up. 

Terry: I won’t have you experiment- 
ing on my girl. 

VANILLA: Who said anything about 
your girl? We'll give you the potion. 
Once you drink it, you will become 
positively irresistible. 

Terry: How do I know this isn’t some 
trick to get rid of me? 

Auritta: Go get the bottle, Vanilla. 
Which do you prefer, Master, straw- 
berry or chocolate? 

Terry: Chocolate. But wait a minute! 
(As VANILLA exits) Wait a minute! 
I haven’t said I’ll drink any of the 
stuff. 

AurILLaA (In a soothing voice): Now, 
now, Master. Vanilla and I know 
our business. We’ve been making 
love potions of one kind or another 
for hundreds of years and this is the 
best batch we’ve ever brewed, if I 
do say so myself. You want this girl 
to fall for you, don’t you? 

Terry: Sure, but... 

AuriLia (Taking bottle and spoon from 
VANILLA as she enters, and pouring 
out a spoonful of liquid): Then take 
this, Master, and Drusilla won’t 
have eyes for another boy in the 
whole world. 

Terry (Doubtfully as AuRILLA stands 
poised with the spoon): Are you 
sure? 

AvRILLA: Positive. 
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VANILLA: It never fails. 

Terry: Then here goes! (Takes dose 
of liquid) Mmmm! Not bad! In 
fact, it’s delicious. How about an- 
other spoonful? 

Auritia (Corking bottle and handing it 
to VANILLA): It’s high-powered stuff, 
Master. We don’t want to overdo 
it. 

Terry: Well, do I look any different? 
Am I getting irresistible? 

VANILLA: You'll have to wait a while 
for it to begin to work. 

Auritta: Of course we find you ir- 
resistible already. But the real test 
will be when you meet Drusilla. 

Terry: Gosh, I can hardly wait. 

VANILLA: Then we will have her here 
immediately, my lord. 

Terry: You mean you'll bring her 
here? 

AvRILLA: Of course. 

Terry: But she’s at the Halloween 
party. She won’t want to come. 
How will you manage? 

VaNniILLA: We have our methods. 

Terry: But I don’t want her harmed. 

VANILLA: You made the journey with- 
out any discomfort, didn’t you? 

Terry: Yes, but... 

AurILLA: We promise you no harm 
will come to the girl while she is in 
our care. May we proceed? 

Terry: No! Yes. . .0.K., go ahead. 
But I’m warning you... 

AuRILLA: Prepare for flight, Vanilla. 
In the meantime I’ll see to our young 
master’s costume. 

TeRRY: What’s wrong with my cos- 
tume? 

VANILLA: Well, you must admit that 
outfit you’re wearing isn’t the most 
romantic get-up in the world. Even 





with our potion at work, I can’t see 
a beautiful young girl falling for 
someone who looks like you! 

Terry: Well, maybe you’re right. I 
decided to wear this only after 
Drusilla turned me down. 

Auritia: If you just step into the 
next room, Master, you will find 
any disguise you wish. We have 
skeletons in armor, robes of ermine, 
uniforms of state . . . you have only 
to help yourself. 

VanitLa: And by the time you are 
dressed, Drusilla will be here to greet 
you. 

Terry: If this stuff works as you say it 
will, we should have a ball. (He exits.) 

Auritta (Clutching Vania): Go 
bring her at once, Vanilla. Don’t 
let her escape your clutches. 

Vania: Do you really think it’s the 
same? 

Avra: It’s got to be. Red hair... 
green eyes . . . goes by the name of 
Drusilla. 

VANILLA: Then we’ve found her. . . 
after all these years. 

Avuritta: The Fourth Witch of Hag 
Hollow! 

Vania: This time we’ll never let her 
escape. Where’s my broomstick? 
(Enter SaBILLa, somewhat breathless) 

Saprtta: The deed is done. Casper 
the Cat is out catching his first 
mouse (Cackling) and I hope he 
enjoys it! Where are you going, 
Vanilla? 

Vania: No time to explain, Sister. 
Aurilla will tell you what it’s all 
about. I’ll be back as soon as I can. 
(She exits.) 


SaBitua: It’s that wretched boy! The 
curse is already at work. 

AvuritiaA: Not exactly. But he has 
found Drusilla. 

Sapa: No! I can’t believe it. Not 
after all these years. There must be 
some mistake. 

AuRILLA: There’s no mistake, Sabilla. 
I knew her at once from his descrip- 
tion. Ever since she left us to take 
on mortal form, I knew someday we 
would find her. 

SaBILLA: The boy? Does he know? 

AuritLtA: Of course not. She has 
managed to bewitch him into ac- 
cepting her as a real girl. The poor 
stupid oaf is quite enamored. 

SABILLA: But how can you be sure? 

AvurILLA: Everything fits... the same 
red hair, the same green eyes, the 
same power to enthrall and bewitch 
every young man she meets. Oh, it’s 
Drusilla all right. 

SABILLA: I just can’t believe it. 

AuRILLA: With any luck at all, Vanilla 
should have her here in a few min- 
utes. Then you can judge for your- 
self. 

Terry (Entering resplendent in a 
Romeo costume) : Well, how do I look? 
Do you think Drusilla will like it? 

AuRILLA: A very wise choice, Master. 
And with our potion bubbling away 
inside of you, you’ll not only look 
like Romeo, you'll be Romeo. 

SaBILLA: And a very dashing one, too. 
(Off-stage siren noise) 

Terry: What in the world is that? 

AurRILLA: It’s the all-clear for Vanilla. 
She’s making a perfect one-point 
landing. 


AvRILLA: Better sit down, Sabilla. I Terry: Gosh, I wonder if she has 


have some shocking news. 
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Drusilla. (Enter DrustLua in Juliet 





costume, cuddling a small kitten in her 
arms.) 

Drusitia: Terry! How in the world 
did you get here? And where did 
you get that simply stunning cos- 
tume? Why, you look positively 
handsome. 

Terry: Gee, thanks, Drusilla. I might 
say the same thing to you and even 
ask you the same question. The last 
I saw of you, you were headed for the 
Halloween dance with Casper. 

DrusiLtta: Casper! Don’t mention 
that horrible boy’s name to me ever! 
Such a thing never happened to me 
in my whole life. He told me he was 
going to bring me a glass of punch 
and that was the last I ever saw of 
him. Imagine, he left me cold! 

Terry: And where, may I ask, did you 
get that disgusting animal you’re 
carrying? 

DrusiLia: Disgusting animal indeed! 
(Holding kitten against her face and 
cooing over it) This is a dear, little, 
precious kitten. I found him wander- 
ing in the street as I left the gym, 
and I just scooped him up and 
brought him along, didn’t I, Sweet- 
ums? I certainly couldn’t let any 
nasty old automobile run over this 
precious baby. Besides, I adore cats. 
They’re my favorite pets. 

Terry: Drusilla, will you put that 
creature down and come here? I 
want you to meet my friends. 

Drusttia: Why, Terry, what a way to 
talk about a poor innocent, de- 
fenseless, adorable pussycat! 

Terry: It’s a horrible cat! Probably 
has fleas! Put it down, I say. 

Drusitua (Putting cat on floor. The 
nearest witch picks it up and maneu- 


vers it off-stage): Why, Terry, I never 
knew you could be so masterful! 
But then everything strange seems 
to be happening tonight. I don’t 
even know where I am or how I got 
here. I just stepped out for a breath 
of air, and woosh! The next thing I 
knew, here I was. Who are these 
friends of yours, and what is this 
place? 

AuriLua: You know perfectly well who 
we are, Drusilla. 

DrusiLua: Maybe I’d know you if you 
took off that horrible mask! 

Auritna: Take off my mask, indeed! 
This is my face. 

SaBILLA: Stop bluffing, Drusilla. You 
know who we are. 

DrusitLa: Good heavens! There are 
two of you! 

VANILLA (Entering) : Three, to be exact, 
sister mine. 

Terry and DrustLia: Sister! 

Drusitta: How dare you call me 
sister? 

VANILLA: Because you are our sister. 

AuvRILLA: Our long-lost sister who de- 
cided she was too good to be a witch 
and changed herself into a human 
being. 

Sapi.a: Drusilla... the fourth Witch 
of Hag Hollow. 

Drusitia (Running to Terry): Terry, 
who are these creatures? What are 
they talking about? 

Terry: This must be some sort of 
joke. (Turning to witches) I would 
advise you to stop clowning. You're 
frightening Drusilla. 

Wircues (Mocking): Frightening Dru- 
silla! That’s the laugh of the cen- 
tury! 

Terry: As Master of Hag Hollow, I 





command you to put an end to this 
funny business and behave your- 
selves. This joke has gone far enough. 

Aura: It’s no joke, Master. This 
girl is really our long-lost sister, 
Drusilla. 

SaBrLLa: It’s common knowledge that 
witches sometimes assume human 
shape and form. 

VANILLA: But this one carried things 
too far. She has been gone for three 
hundred years. It’s high time she 
came back and took up her responsi- 
bilities as a witch. 

Terry: This is the most ridiculous 
thing I ever heard of. Drusilla is 
not and never was a witch. She’s a 
real girl. 

AurRILLA: How do you know? How do 
you know what she does or what 
shape she assumes after everyone 
else is asleep. 

Sasiiia: Look at her. 
hair . . . those eyes. 

VANILLA: You said yourself she never 
goes near the water if she can help it. 

AurRILLA: She just told you that cats 
are her favorite pets. She’s never 
without one. 

Sapriia: And look at that wart on her 
chin . . . just like ours! 

Drusitua (Furious): Wart! I'll have 
you know that’s not a wart. It’s a 
dimple! 

Terry: And a most enchanting dimple. 

Sapiiua: So you call it a dimple. We 
call it an inverted wart! 

Terry: Stop it, you fiends! You’re in- 
sulting Drusilla and proving nothing. 
There are probably hundreds of red- 
haired girls who dislike swimming 
and love cats. 

Avuritita: And how many of them are 


Look at that 
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named Drusilla? Answer me that. 

Terry: Well, I’ve never made a sur- 
vey, but I should say plenty. 

VANILLA: Name two. 

Terry: I—I can’t... not on the spur 
of the moment, but this is just plain 
stupid. Come on, Drusilla, let’s get 
out of here. 

Vani" 1: How? 

TerR:. You forget I am the Master 
here. I order you to return us both 
at once. 

AuriLLA: Leave Drusilla with us and 
we will return you to your home 
immediately. 

Drusttua: Terry, Terry, don’t leave 
me here with these dreadful hags! 
Terry: I wouldn’t dream of such a 
thing. Take us home at once! Do 

you hear me? 

SaBr.ua: We are asking only for what 
is ours. 

VaNniLLA: Whether she admits it or not, 
Drusilla is one of us. 

Avuritia: She belongs here with her 
own skin and bones. 

Drusitxa: Terry, don’t let them have 
me. 

Terry: Don’t be afraid, Drusilla. I'll 
get us both out of here and fast! 
(Seizes scrub bucket.) With one good 
dousing I can destroy them all, and 
when I get home I’ll report this cave 
to our speleological society and have 
the cave sealed shut forever. 

SaBiLLA: And what about Casper? 

DrusiLLA: Casper? What does he have 
to do with it? 

VANILLA: Do you want to be blamed 
for his disappearance? 

Terry: Ye gods! I forgot all about 
Casper. Bring him back here right 
away. 





AURILLA: On one condition. 

Terry: You’re not in any position to 
bargain. Do as I say. 

VANILLA: Destroy us and Casper will 
be catching mice forever. 

Terry: How did I ever get into such 
a mess! 

SaBILLA: We are prepared to be reason- 
able. If you are so sure Drusilla is 
not a witch, why not try the water 
treatment on her? 

Terry: What do you mean? 

AurILLA: You know exactly what she 
means. 

VANILLA: If you think you can destroy 
a witch with water, try it on Drusilla 
and see what happens. 

Terry: I wouldn’t dare. 

SaBILLA: Then you really believe she 
is our long-lost sister. 

Terry: I believe nothing of the sort. 

AurRILLA: Then why aren’t you throw- 
ing the water on her? 

DrusiLtia: Terry Baxter, don’t you 
dare. 

Terry: Let me see Casper in human 
form, and I’ll do it! 

SABILLA: You swear? 

Terry: I swear. 

SaBILLA: Very well. We’ll see. (Squints 
and intones) 

Casper, Jasper, 
Meuw, meow 
Back to nature 
Come right now! 


CasPER (Entering with paper cup in his 
hand. He goes directly to DRustLuA): 
So there you are! I’ve been looking 
everywhere for you. 

Drustiua (Turning her back): You can 
drink your own punch. I’m going 
home with Terry. 


Casper: Going home with Terry! But 
your date was with me! 

DrusittaA: I can’t help it, Casper. 
Somehow I find Terry positively 
irresistible. 

Terry: Oh, Drusilla, do you really 
mean it? 

DrusiLua: Of course I mean it, Terry. 
You are the most delightful boy I’ve 
ever met. 

Wircues: It’s now or never, Terry! 

Terry: Oh, gosh, please forgive me, 
Drusilla, but I have to do this. 
(Throws water on her) 

DrusiLua (Squealing and brushing her 
dress): No! No! Terry, what are 
you doing? You’re ruining my hair. 
... Oh, look...my dress is all 
spotted. 

Terry: See, see . . . nothing happened. 
She’s not a witch. She’s still the 
same. Now, you horrible wicked 
creatures, will you get us all out of 
here on the double! 

AuRILLA: I guess we’ll have to keep our 
word. 

SaBILLA: I’m still not convinced. 

VANILLA: But we have no proof. Come 
along, Master, you may ride on my 
broomstick. 

Auriia: I'll take Casper. 

SapitLta: And Drusilla will ride with 
me. 

DrusiLLa: Wait a minute. I must get 
my kitten. 

Casper: Meow, meow! Here I am. 

DrusiLua: I don’t understand. 

Terry: Don’t stop to ask questions 
now, Drusilla. I'll explain later. 
(A siren sounds off-stage and there is 
a blackout. The witches shriek, “We're 
off!” When lights go on, the curtains 
are closed and Terry and DRUSILLA 





are strolling across the stage arm in 
arm.) 

Terry: It’s been a wonderful evening, 
Drusilla, although a bit weird in 
spots. 

DrusitLa: Just look at that moon. 
Isn’t it gorgeous? 

Terry (Gazing upward): A real Oc- 
tober moon. 

DrusiLia: Does the moon ever make 
you feel funny, Terry? 

Terry: How do you mean, “funny”? 

Drusitta: Oh, I don’t know. But 
when there’s a full moon, I always 
feel... well .. . sort of strange. As 
if I could fly higher and higher and 
higher... . 

Terry (Shuddering): Please, Drusilla, 
don’t mention flying. 

DrusitLta: Do you think the moon 
could cast a spell on anyone, Terry? 

Terry: A spell? What ever made you 
think of such a thing? 

Drusitia: Oh, I don’t know. There’s 
something so bewitching about a 
moon! 

Terry: Why must you keep using 
those awful words? You never talked 
this way before. 

Drusiua: I’ve never been out with 
you on a moonlit night before. 
(Sound of meowing) Listen... do 
you hear a cat? 

Terry: No, I don’t. Yes, I do. 

DrusiLLa: Wait a minute. I must find 


it. You know how much I love cats. 

Terry: Forget it. For heaven’s sake, 
Drusilla, what’s got into you? 

Drvsitta: Nothing’s got into me. I 
was always like this. 

Terry (Looking at her closely): Dru- 
silla, you look so strange, your eyes 
are positively glowing. 

Drusitta: That’s because I’m with 
you, Terry. (Tilting up her face) 
Take a good look at me, Terry. Is 
that really a dimple in my chin? 

TrERRY (Cupping her chin in his hands): 
Of course it’s a dimple ...a most 
bewitching dimple. Bewitching .. . 
now, why did I use that word? Dru- 
silla, tell me the truth. Are you... 
could you possibly be. . . . 

DrustLua: Be what, Terry? 

Terry: Oh, hang it all, what difference 
does it make! (Putting his arm 
around her) All I really wanted to 
know is this. Could you possibly go 
to the rest of the school dances with 
me this winter? 

Drusii.A: But of course, Terry. I was 
just wondering how long it would 
take you to ask me. 

Terry (Laughing and giving her a quick 
hug): Drusilla, you really are a little 
witch. But go right ahead and keep 
me under your spell. I love it! 
(They go off, as the curtain falls.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 36) 





Runaway 


by Anne Coulter Martens 


Characters 
Mrs. Apter, of Ridge Manor 
Guori, the maid 
JILL 
Marry | 
JEAN 
Mary 
GINNY 
Pat 
SuE 
SALLY | 
Miss Conway, their chaperon 
Miss WILLIs, a photographer 
Miss Rowan, an agent 
ANNOUNCER (off-stage voice) 

Time: A Saturday afternoon 

Setrine: The lobby of Ridge Manor, a 
small hotel for women. 

At Rise: Lively dance music is blaring 
from the radio and Guorta is dancing 
by herself. The telephone rings, but 
she is unaware of it. Mrs. ADLER 
hurries in. 

Mrs. ApiEr (Loudly): Gloria, the tele- 
phone! (Goes behind desk and picks 
up receiver) Ridge Manor... Who? 
(Covering phone) Gloria, the radio! 
Gloria! (On phone) Excuse me a 
moment. 

GuorrA: You hate music? 
radio and turns it down) 
Mrs. ApLeR (On phone): Yes, Miss 
Conway came a little while ago. 
Hold on a minute, please. (Miss 
Conway, a friendly and efficient 


> teen-agers 





(Goes to 
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young woman, comes in.) 

Miss Conway: Have any of my girls 
arrived yet? 

Mrs. ApiER: Not yet. (On phone) 
Here she is now. (70 Miss Conway) 
Phone call for you, Miss Conway. 
A photographer from the Ridgeway 
Times. 

Miss Conway: She wants a picture of 
my spelling champions. (Takes 
phone) Hello, Miss Willis... What 
time can you come? . . . Oh, good... 
I’m on my way now to meet some 
of the girls at the bus station . . . 

Mrs. Apter: It’s just down at the 
corner. You can see it from here. 

Miss Conway (On phone): Some of 
them are getting rides and some are 
coming by train and bus. . . I don’t 
know exactly how many can make 
it.... This is the County spelling 
match, you know, and each girl is a 
winner in her own high school... . 
Girls only, yes, because this is spon- 
sored by the Women’s Aurora Club, 
to raise the level of spelling achieve- 
ment. ...QOh, I’m sure they’re all 
just terribly excited! ... Fine, Miss 
Willis, the match isn’t until three 
o’clock, so we’ll see you in a little 
while .. . Bye. (Hangs up) 

GuoriA: I wouldn’t even try to win a 
spelling contest. 

Miss Conway: No? If any of the girls 





come while I’m gone, will you tell 
them I won’t be long? (Takes an 
envelope from her handbag) Here are 
some name tags already filled out, 
and some extras. (Spills name cards 
from envelope onto desk) 

Goria: I’d much rather be a famous 
dancing star in the movies. (Eagerly) 
Miss Conway, did you know there’s 
a movie company on location just 

| outside of town? 

Miss Conway: I heard something 
about it, yes. 

Mrs. Apter: That new starlet, Sherry 
Meredith, is getting a build-up. 

Miss Conway: I don’t seem to remem- 
ber her. 


Guorta: I saw an article about her in 
a movie magazine. In her first pic- 
ture she had midnight black hair. 
But I think she’s blonde in this new 
one. Or is she a redhbvad? She looks 


‘different in every movie magazine. 
Miss Conway (Not interested) : Really? 
You won’t forget about the name 
tags? 
Guorta: Don’t I wish someone would 
give me a build-up! Gorgeous Gloria 


with the dancing feet! (Dances 


around) 

Mrs. ApLER: Dance yourself upstairs 
and make sure all those rooms are 
ready. We want these spelling cham- 
pions well taken care of. 

Guoria (Jo Miss Conway): Does the 
winner get a whole lot of money? 
Miss Conway: A hundred dollars here 
at the County level. The State 
champion will get a college scholar- 
ship. (Glances at her watch) I'll have 
to dash. (Goes to door. Marry, a 
pretty girl in her teens, comes in 


carrying a suitcase.) 

Marty: Hello. I’m Marty Hammond 
from Evansville. 

Miss Conway: Glad you could come, 
dear. I’m Miss Conway. I’m in a 
hurry right now . . . I wonder if you 
would get your name tag from the 
desk. 

Marty: I’ll do that. 

Miss Conway (Turning at door): 
Marty, suppose I appoint you tem- 
porary chairman till I get back? 

Marty: That’s fine with me, Miss 
Conway. (Miss Conway hurries 
out. Marty sits on the sofa. JEAN, 
a serious-minded, aloof girl, comes in 
carrying a suitcase.) 

Mrs. Aver: I’d better check the 
rooms. (7’o GiortaA) You can show 
these two up when they’re ready. 
(Goes out) 

Marty (Jn a friendly tone): Hello. I’m 
Marty Hammond from Evansville. 
JEAN (Distantly): Jean Kinney from 

Daytonsburg. (Sits in chair) 

GtoriA: Want to hear some good jive? 
(Turns radio volume up to lively 
music and comes from behind desk.) 
Real groovy, what? 

JeAN: Not my type of music. 

Guoria (To Marry): Is she a— 
(Makes a square in the air) 

Marty (Laughing): Does it matter? 

Guori (70 JEAN): What’s the longest 
word you can spell? 

JeAN: The longest words are very sel- 
dom the hardest. 

GuoriA: No kidding! (The radio music 
is interrupted by the ANNOUNCER.) 
ANNOUNCER (Off-stage): We interrupt 
this music program to bring you a 
news bulletin. Police have been 
alerted to help in the search for 





young movie starlet, Sherry Mere- 
dith, who disappeared from a movie 
location just outside this city .. . 

GuoriA: Oh, my gosh, we were just 
talking about her! (Goes to radio) 

ANNOUNCER: Miss Meredith is said to 
have been under considerable ten- 
sion lately, and may be suffering 
from nervous exhaustion . . . 

Marty (Going to radio): I hope noth- 
ing’s happened to her. 

ANNOUNCER: It’s known that she took 
with her a suitcase, which she was 
using in a scene in the picture, and 
authorities think she is probably 
heading for the bus terminal or the 
railroad station .. . 

GuoriA: She might be in this very 
neighborhood! 

ANNOUNCER: Her mother, who has col- 
lapsed from worry and is under a 
doctor’s care, pleads for her to re- 
turn. When last seen on the studio 
lot, Miss Meredith was wearing a 
bright red jacket, but she may have 
other clothes with her. Police re- 
quest that people in those areas con- 
tact headquarters or the movie 
studio if they see a girl with a suit- 
case who acts in an unusual way. 
And now, back to our program of 
jumping jive. (The music comes on 
again.) 

Guoria (Turning it down a bit): She 
may go right past our door to the 
bus terminal! 

Marty: I’ve never seen any of her 
movies. Would you recognize her? 
GuortiA: Of course. (Considering) Well, 
I think maybe I would. They wear 
so much make-up and all, it’s hard 

to tell. 

JEAN (70 Guiorta): Will you show me 


up to my room? I’d like to unpack 
my bag and get out my spelling list 
to study. 

Marty: You’re going to study now? 

JEAN: Certainly, because I intend to 
win that contest. 

Marty (Smiling) : I had in mind maybe 
I'd win it. 

JEAN: Really? (Looks at Guorta) 

Guoria: Why, Sherry Meredith may 
even come in here to avoid the cops. 
(Struck by a sudden thought) Oh, my 
gosh, maybe one of you — ! 

Marty (Laughing): I thought you said 
you’d recognize her. 

Guoria: Well, I’m not exactly sure. 
(Turns to board with room keys and 
hands each girl a key.) Here are 
your keys. 

Mrs. Apter (Calling from off-stage): 
Gloria! 

Guoria (Opening door): What do you 
want? 

Mrs. ADLER (Off-stage) : Towels! Bring 
the key to the linen closet! 

Guoria: Coming! (To girls) Always 
bugging me about something! Go 
ahead and I’ll be right with you. 
(Marty and JEAN go out, taking 
their suitcases. Guorta gets a key 
from the board and starts after them. 
JILL, a quiet, sweet-faced girl, comes in 
carrying a rather distinctive suitcase. 
She is more dressed up than the other 
two, wearing a suit and heels. She 
looks back over -her shoulder, then 
stands near the door.) 

Guorta: Hi! Are you one of the spell- 
ing contest girls? Miss Conway will 
be back pretty soon. (The telephone 
rings as she is about to go out.) 

Mrs. Apter (Calling): Gloria, what’s 
keeping you? 





Guoria: Drat! Answer that phone for 
me, will you, please? And get your 
name card from the desk. (Hurries 
out. Jiu sets down her suitcase and 
goes to answer the phone.) 

Jiu (On phone): Hello . . . Miss Con- 
way isn’t here right now... Will 
you repeat that, please?... You 
can’t come to the spelling contest. . . 
Your name?... Verna Allen, from 
Maddenfield ... Yes... No, I’m not 
one of the contest girls, but . . . Yes, 
it’s too bad you can’t be here, Verna 
. .. Good-bye. (Hangs up. Goes back 
to door, looks out, then closes door 
quickly, rather agitated. Picks up her 
suitcase and puts it behind sofa, out 
of sight. As Jui is doing this, the 
ANNOUNCER’S voice is heard again on 
the radio. She stiffens, listening, then 
goes to radio.) 

ANNOUNCER: Here’s the latest bulle- 
tin on the runaway girl. Attention 
is now centered on the bus terminal, 
where she was spotted just a few 
minutes ago, but eluded a police 
officer before he could reach her. A 
careful watch is being kept on the 
entire area, and police expect momen- 
tarily — (When the ANNOUNCER’S 
voice starts, Marty and JEAN come 
in and stand near the door. Ji. 
turns off the radio.) 

Marty: Why did you shut it off? 

Jum (Startled): No reason. I just did. 
(Stands at desk and nervously plays 
with some rane cards) 

Marty (70 Jean): It was about that 
girl. 

JEAN: I couldn’t care less. (She has a 
notebook, pencil and spelling list, and 
goes to a chair, where she proceeds to 
study.) 
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Jiu: What girl? 

Marty: She disappeared, and the 
police are after her. Has Miss Con- 
way come back? 

Jiu: No. 

Marty: She put me in charge for now. 
Did you get your name tag? (Goes 
to desk, looks through some name tags) 
Here’s mine. Marty Hammond. 
Evansville. 

JEAN: See mine? 

Marty (Finding it): Here you are. 
Jean Kinney, Daytonsburg. (Gives 
it to JEAN, then turns to Jitu.) Do 
you have yours? (Nervously, Jiu 
drops a few cards to the floor.) 

Jiu: Oh, I’m sorry. (Stoops to pick 
them up, but Marry gets them first.) 

Marty: Which one is yours? (Reads 
cards) Pat Smith, Verna Allen, Sally 
McCoy — 

Jitu: Oh, I meant to tell you. Verna 
Allen — there was a phone call — 
Marty: Anything important? (With- 
out waiting for an answer) I’m glad 
to know you, Verna. Where are you 
from? (Looks at card) Maddenfield. 
(Hands card to Jit.) Better pin it on. 

(Pins on her own tag.) 

Jiu: But J’m not — 

Marry: Going to lose it? Maybe not, 
but it’s easier to get acquainted if we 
wear them. (Takes card from JtL1) 
Let me do it for you. (Pins it on 
JILL) 

Jitu (Slowly): Maybe it is a good idea. 
(Brightening) A very good idea. 

Marty (Looking at it again): Madden- 
field. Maybe you know my cousin? 
Dodie Barrett. 

Jui: No, I—I haven’t lived there 
very long. 

Marty: Nice high school, isn’t it? 





Jiu: Oh, very. (Miss Conway comes 
in with Mary, Ginny, and Part, 
teen-age girls who carry suitcases. At 
the same time Mrs. ADLER comes in 
up center.) 

Miss Conway: Here you are, girls, 
Ridge Manor. And this is Mrs. 
Adler. Mary, Ginny and Pat. (Greet- 
ings are exchanged.) I’m sure you'll 
get acquainted in no time. 

Mary (Looking around): Nice. 

Ginny: No boys? (Giggles a little) 

Pat: We’re supposed to concentrate on 
spelling. 

Mrs. Apter (Going behind desk): 
Would you like to register now? 

Miss Conway: Line up, girls. (Mary, 
Ginny and Par get in line to register. 
JEAN gets up and stands in line. 
Marty passes out name tags. JILL 
still stands a little apart.) Come on, 
dear. (Looks at Jiu’s name tag) 


So you’re Verna. How’s everything 


in Maddenfield? 

Jiu: Just fine. 

Miss Conway: A nice little town, I’ve 
driven through it often. Have they 
finished the new bridge yet? 

Jitu: Not quite. (Gets in line) 

Marty (Getting in line behind her): 
You and I are to share the same 
room. Our names are posted on the 
door upstairs. 

Jiu: Oh? (Each girl registers as she 
reaches the desk.) 

Miss Conway (Jo Mrs. ADLER): 
There was a little excitement at the 
bus terminal. The police are looking 
for a girl who disappeared. 

Mrs. Apuer: Gloria was chattering 
something about it. (Suz and SALLY 
come in, carrying suitcases.) 

Miss Conway: Hello, girls. Over here, 
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please. (They cross over and stand in 
line. GLORIA comes in.) 

Marty: Hi. What pretty suitcases 
you both have! 

Sur: Thank you. 

Gtiorta: Did you know there’s a cop 
across the street? 

Suz: We saw him. Is anything wrong? 

Miss Conway: Not in here. Your 
name, dear? 

Sus: Sue Mason. (Marty gives them 
some name tags.) 

Marty: Look for your name tag, and 
if you don’t find it, fill one out. 

Sauty: I’m Sally McCoy. I was so 
afraid I wouldn’t get here in time 
for the spelling contest. My dad had 
a flat tire on the turnpike, of all 
places! (Sux fills out a tag and pins 
it on her jacket.) 

Miss Conway: The match is at three, 
so we'll leave for the auditorium be- 
fore too long. Afterward we have a 
very nice weekend planned for all of 
you. 

Ginny: My boy friend Joe gave me a 
rabbit’s foot for luck. (Shows it, 
giggling a little.) 

Sue: I sure hope I win. 

Marty: You'll have to beat Jean first. 
And me. 

Jitu: And me! 

Sauiy, Pat and Ginny (At same time): 
And me! (They all laugh.) 

Guoria: Why do you think that cop’s 
still hanging around here? 

Mrs. Apter: Forget it, Gloria. (Gets 
keys from board) Ready, girls? 

Miss Conway: You may want to 
freshen up, and then unpack a few 
things. (Mary, Ginny, Pat, SvE, 
Sauiy, and Jiuu follow her.) The 
Aurora Club hopes this will be one 





of the very best weekends you’ve 
ever had — no matter who wins the 
contest. (Mrs. ApLER, Miss Con- 
way and the Girus go out. GLORIA 
gets busy behind the desk. Marty 
goes to JEAN.) 

Marty: Jean, I have a funny feeling. 

Jean: Butterflies in your stomach? 
(Half to herself, spells the word 
“‘benefit.””) 

Marty: It’s about that girl, Verna 
Allen. (JEAN spells “peninsula” half 
to herself.) She says she’s from 
Maddenfield. 

JEAN (Impatiently) : So? 

Marty: But she told Miss Conway 
that the new bridge isn’t finished yet, 
and it is! (JEAN spells ‘“‘veterinary.”’) 

Marty: It’s been finished for a month. 
I rode across it last Sunday! 

JEAN: So? 

Marty: So maybe she isn’t from 
Maddenfield at all. Maybe her name 
isn’t Verna Allen! 

JEAN: Now, really. 

Marty: Maybe she’s the runaway 
starlet, Sherry Meredith. 

Guoria: Oh, my gosh! (Impressed) 
She does look sort of like those pic- 
tures in the movie magazine. 

Marty: I think she ducked out of the 
bus terminal and came in here to get 
away from that policeman! 

JEAN: You’re way out. (Studies her 
list, then spells “‘recommend’’) 


Marty: Jean, aren’t you even inter- 
ested? Everybody’s trying to find 
Sherry. 

JEAN: So? 


Marty: You heard what the radio 
said — her mother’s just sick with 
worry. 


JEAN (Calmly): I have the spelling con- 
test to think about. 

Gori: Shall I go out and tell that 
cop? (Starts out) Or should I call 
the movie studio and tell them she’s 
here? 

Marty: Wait. We want to make sure 
we have the right girl, or everybody’ll 
laugh at us. Jean... (JEAN spells 
“corruptible.”) Please help me find 
out for sure. 

JEAN: How? 

Marty: We can question her, and try 
her on some spelling words to see if 
she’s really a champ. 

Guoria: The more I think about it, 
the more I’m sure she’s Sherry! 
(SUE comes in.) 

Marty: Sue, we think Verna Allen is 
the runaway movie starlet, Sherry 
Meredith. 

Sve: Oh, my glory, what makes you 
think so? 

Marty: Lots of things. 

Sve: But didn’t someone say Sherry 
was wearing a red jacket? 

Marty: Maybe she changed to some- 
thing else. I’ll bet that red jacket’s 
in her suitcase right now! 

Suz: And where’s her suitcase? 

Marty: Probably upstairs in my room, 
because we’re roommates. 

Sue: Want me to go up and search, 
when she comes out of the room? 
Marty (£zcitedly): Take my key. 
(Gives her key to Suz) Open her suit- 

case if you can. 

Sue: If you’re wrong, I sure hope she 
doesn’t catch me at it! (Goes toward 
door as JILL enters) 

Marty (With a warning cough): I'll be 
glad to lend you my cologne, Sue. 
Go right up to my room. 





Suge: Thanks so much. 
JEAN spells “judgment.”’) 

Marty (Jo Jiu): That’s not such a 
hard one, is it, Verna? 

Jiu: Oh, no. 

Marty: The one I keep forgetting is 
mileage. (Spells it “m-i-l-a-g-e”) Is 
that right? 

Jmu (Nodding): Right. (Sits on sofa, 
ill at ease. Marty gives a litile gasp 
and changes it to a cough.) 

Marty (Whispers): Jean, did you hear 
that? 

JEAN (Impatiently): Will you leave me 
out of this? If I win the County 
contest and then go on to win the 
State finals, I’ll get a college scholar- 
ship. 

Marty: I know all that. 

JEAN: Maybe you can go to college 
without a scholarship, but J can’t. 
(Studies again) 

Marty (Shortly): Sorry I bothered you. 
(To Ju) Let’s you and I practice, 
shall we? Here’s a word for you. 
“Synonym.” 

Jitu (Uneasily): I didn’t study that 
one. 

Marty: How about siege? S-e-i-g-e. 
Right? 

Ju: Yes. (As Jiu looks toward left, 
Marty shakes her head to Guorta, 
indicating that it is incorrect.) 

Marty: Are there two “‘l’s” or one in 
tranquil? 

Jitu: Why — two. (Marty shakes her 
head to GuoriaA. GLoRIA points to 
Jiu and then to the telephone. 
Marty shakes her head “no.’’) 

Marty: Too bad you don’t know my 
cousin Dodie in Maddenfield. She’s 
a real cute girl. (After a pause) What 
street do you live on? 


(Goes out. 


Jiu: Elm Street. 

Marty: That’s the street the library’s 
on, isn’t it? 

Jum: Yes. (Marry shakes her head to 
Guorta that this is not true.) 

Marty: I went to a football game 
once in Maddenfield. Right after 
they built the new stadium. It sure 
is a huge stadium, isn’t it? 

Jmu: Oh, yes. Really big. (Marry 
shakes her head to Gort.) 

Guort: I think it’s time to make my 
phone call. 

Marty (Looking at her watch): It cer- 
tainly is! I’ll watch the desk, if you 
want to make it upstairs. (GLORIA 
goes out, as SUE comes in.) 

Suz: I couldn’t find — the cologne. 

Marty: That’s funny. (Miss W1111s, 
a trim young woman with a camera 
slung over her shoulder, comes in.) 

Miss Wiis: Good afternoon. 
you spelling contest girls? 

Marty: We are. 

Miss Wis: I’m from the Ridgeway 
Times. (Miss Conway comes in, 
followed by Mary, Ginny, SALLY and 
Part.) 


Miss Conway: Hello, Miss Willis. My 
girls are ready if you are. (Glances 
at her watch) Time’s getting short. 


Miss Wiis (Adjusting her camera): 
Some of you on the sofa, some be- 
hind it, and a couple of girls sitting 
on the floor. 

Miss Conway: All right, girls. (They 
group themselves as suggested, except 
for Jiuu, who holds back, and Suz, 
who stands near watching her.) 


Marry: Come on, Verna. 


Jmtu: Excuse me. I —I have a head- 
ache. (Starts for door) 


Are 





Miss Conway: But you must have 
your picture taken! 

Jui: Never mind. I’ll just lie down 
for awhile. (Goes out) 

Sue: I’ll get her an aspirin. (Goes out) 

Miss Conway: I guess Verna has the 
contest jitters. 

Miss Wiis: Too bad. Now, let’s 
have your names, girls. (Writes as 
each girl gives name and town) 

Miss Conway (Uncertainly): Maybe I 
should go after Verna. 

Miss Wiis: Later. I want you in the 
picture, too. (Miss Conway joins 
the girls at sofa.) All ready? (Aims 
camera) Say cheese! (Takes a flash 
picture) Thank you, that’s it. 
(Briskly) Good luck to all of you, 
and I’ll take a picture of the winner 
tomorrow. (Goes to door) ’Bye, now. 
(Goes out as they call goodbye.) 

Miss Conway: You girls are free to 
amuse yourselves for about fifteen 
minutes. Stay together, and don’t 
go far away. 

Ginny: I’m going down the street to 
the five-and-dime to buy a card for 
Joe. (Giggles) 

Pat: Let’s all buy cards. (Pat, Mary, 
Ginny and SALLY exit.) 

Marty: Miss Conway, I have some- 
thing to tell you. 

Miss Conway: Later, dear. (Goes to 
door) I want to see about Verna. 

Marty: This is.about Verna. Remem- 
ber that radio report we heard? I’m 
almost sure — 

Miss Conway: Tell me when I come 
down. (Goes out as GLORIA comes in.) 


Guorti: I called the movie studio! 
Marty: What did they say? 


Guoris: They’re sending someone for 
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Sherry right away. 
think. 

Marty: Poor Sherry! I feel sort of 
guilty about telling on her. She 
seems so nice and sweet, just like an 
ordinary girl. 

Guort: But she’s jittery as can be. 

Marty: Yes, I noticed that. Why do 
you think she ran away, worrying 
her mother and everybody else? 

GuoriA: Maybe she flipped her lid. 
(Dances a few steps.) 

Marty: Oh, no, I’m sure not. (Thought- 
fully) But she must have had a 
reason. 

Guori (Dancing behind sofa, pausing) : 
Who left a suitcase back here? 
(Picks it up) 

Marry: It must be Verna’s — I mean, 
Sherry’s! She plans to get out of 
here just as soon as she can. (JEAN, 
sitting left spells a word now and then, 
or writes on her pad.) 

Guoria (Setting suitcase in front of 
sofa): Let’s open it and see if the 
red jacket’s in it. 

Marty: No wonder Sue didn’t find it 
upstairs. 

Goria: Come on, open it. 

Marty: I have a better idea. If Verna 
really is Sherry Meredith, she’ll 
come back in here for the suitcase. 
Let’s put it back where we found it. 
(Puts suitcase behind sofa) 

Guoria: And then what? 

Marty: We'll hide and wait. The girl 
who comes for that suitcase is 
Sherry Meredith! (Goes behind desk) 
Come on, Jean. 

JEAN: Why me? 

Marty: Hurry! She may come back 
any minute. 

JEAN (Going behind desk) : Oh, all right. 


Her agent, I 





Marty: And stop worrying so much 
about the contest. The world won’t 
come to an end if you don’t win. 
(Stoops down behind desk) Down, 
both of you. (JEAN and GLORIA 
stoop down.) 

Guori: I feel like maybe I’m going to 
sneeze! 

Marty: You’d just better not! (After 
a pause) Do you hear someone com- 
ing? 

Guorti: I am going to sneeze! 

Marty (Jn a loud whisper): Don’t you 
dare! (JILL comes in. She looks 
around, making sure the room is de- 
serted, then gets the suitcase from 
behind the sofa. (GLORIA sneezes. 
JILL stands very still, startled. Marty, 
JEAN and Guortia get up from be- 
hind desk.) 

Guorta: I couldn’t help it! 

Marty: Going some place? 
towards JILL) 

Jitu (Upset): My head still aches. 

Marty (Opening door to street, looking 
out): Funny, that policeman is still 
across the street. 

Jiu (Quickly): Maybe if I sit down 
awhile, I’ll feel better. (Sits on sofa) 

Marty: You don’t really have a head- 
ache. And your name’s not Verna 
Allen. 

Ju (Surprised): How did you — 
(Breaks of) It is! 

Marty: You’re not good at spelling. 
And you’ve never been to Madden- 
field. 

Jitu: What makes you think that? 

Marty: Because the library isn’t on 
Elm Street. And the high school 
doesn’t have a new stadium. 

Ju (Lifelessly): Oh. 

Marty: I wondered about you when I 


(Goes 
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first heard the radio report. You 
were afraid to have your picture 
taken, and you’re afraid of that 
policeman. 

Jitu: Leave me alone! 

Marty: I don’t know why you ran 
away, but why don’t you make up 
your mind to go back? 

Guorta: It doesn’t make sense to run 
away from a movie studio! 

JEAN: Are you Sherry Meredith? 

Jui (Startled): What? (Jumps up, 
suitcase in hand) I’m Jill Denning! 
Marty: Please, Sherry, don’t deny it. 
Ju: I’m not Sherry! And I don’t 
know anything about her. I thought 
that radio broadcast was about me. 
I thought my dad found the note I 
left and sent the police to find me. 

Guiorwm: She’s such a good actress, it 
sounds almost like she’s telling the 
truth. 

Jiu: It is the truth. And I want to be 
an actress. I had the lead in our 
school play, and everybody said I 
should go to Hollywood. But my 
dad wouhn’t listen; he said I’m too 
young. That’s why I ran away! 

Marty: Don’t make up stories. Your 
mother is frantic with worry. 

Jiu: I don’t even have a mother! 

Marty: There’s one way to find out. 
Sherry was wearing a red jacket, and 
we think it’s in her suitcase. Open 
your bag and let’s see if it’s there. 

JILL (Angry now): You have no right 
to doubt my word! 


Marty: Then open your suitcase. 
(Reaches for it) 

Jiu (Pulling away): No! (Holds tight 
to suitcase as Marry pulls it. Sud- 
denly it flies open and the contents 





spill out. Among them is a bright red 
jacket.) 

Goria (Pouncing): Here it is! (Holds 
up the jacket. At the same time, Miss 
Conway and SuE come in.) 

Sve: So you are Sherry Meredith. 

Miss Conway: What is this? (Jmu 
looks from one to the other, then stares 
at the jacket.) 

Marty: She’s the movie starlet who 
ran away. 

Sue: The jacket! (Takes it from 
Guoria and puts it back in the suit- 
case, picking up some of the spilled 
things.) 

Jum: You’re all wrong! I don’t know 
how that jacket got in my suitcase. 
(Suddenly, as she sees Sun putting 
back the things) Those aren’t my 
clothes. It isn’t my suitcase at all! 

Guoria: Then whose is it? 

Ju: A girl sat next to me in the bus 
station — 1 must have picked up her 
suitcase by mistake! 

Marty: What did she look like? 

Jmuu: I didn’t notice. Oh, please believe 
me! 

Miss Conway (Gently): Try not to be 
so upset, Sherry, dear. (Notices that 
SuE is going right with suitcase) Sue, 
where are you taking the suitcase? 

Sve: I’ll put it in a safe place while you 
call the movie studio. 

Guori: I’ve already called them. 

Miss Conway (Reaching for the suit- 
case): Better let me take charge of it. 

Sue (Moving out of her reach): Just 
leave it to me. 

Marty (Suddenly aware, to Sur): You 
had a suitcase just like that when 
you came in! 

Sue (Casually): Rather like this, yes. 

Marty (Blocking the door before Sur 
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can reach it): You were the girl she 
sat next to in the bus station! You 
followed her here to get your own 
suitcase back! 

Sue: Don’t be silly. 

Marty: No wonder you wanted to go 
upstairs to find it. You’re Sherry 
Meredith! 

Sur: No! (But as they all look at her, 
she breaks down.) All right, I am! 
(Sits on sofa and covers her face with 
her hands) Why didn’t you let me go? 

Miss Conway: We’re only thinking of 
what’s best for you. 

SuHerry (Sue): How do you know 
what’s best? (Miss Rowan, an 
attractive young woman, comes in and 
pauses as SHERRY speaks.) You 
haven’t been pushed and driven, and 
made over into somebody who isn’t 
you at all! 

Miss Rowan (Going to her): Did we do 
that to you, Sherry? 

Suerry (Surprised): Miss Rowan! 

Miss Rowan (To the others): I’m her 
agent, and thanks for calling me. 
(To Swerry) Sherry, dear... 
(SHERRY jumps up and backs away.) 
Why did you run away from us? 

Suerry (Her voice rising): “Sherry, 
dear, get your hair set.’”’ “Sherry, 
dear, watch your’ manicure.” 
“Sherry, dear, you don’t really want 
a cheeseburger for lunch — how 
about a delicious cottage cheese 
salad?” 

Miss Rowan: Please, darling — 

Suerry: “The photographers are wait- 
ing. Smile, Sherry!” “Hurry, Sherry, 
it’s time for the interview.” ‘Wear 
the green dress, Sherry.” “Take 
your dancing lesson.” “Take your 
voice lesson.” ‘Watch your weight.” 





“Count the calories.” “Smile, 
Sherry.” “Hurry, Sherry. Hurry, 
hurry!” (She is near hysteria.) 


Miss Rowan (Gently): It’s all right, 


dear. (Puts her arm around SHERRY) 
It’s all right now. We’ve been push- 
ing you too hard. I didn’t realize. 

Suerry (After a pause, in a calmer 
tone): All of a sudden I just couldn’t 
take it any more. I had to find a 
place where I could be quiet, and 
alone, and me. 

Miss Rowan: I’m really sorry. If you 
decide you don’t want to be in the 
movies after all — 

Suerry: Oh, but I do! Honestly, I do. 
Just — not so fast. Not so much of 
everything all at once. 

Miss Rowan: Then that’s the way it 
will be. Are you ready to go home 
now? (Miss Conway gives her the 
suttcase. ) 


SHERRY (After a pause): Yes. Yes, I’m 
ready. (Turns a dazzling smile on 
the others) Please forgive me for all 
this. 


Miss Conway: There’s really nothing 
to forgive. We wish you the very 
best. 

Suerry: Thank you. (Miss Rowan 
and SHERRY go out. Mary, Part, 
Ginny and SALLY come in and stand 
near the door.) 

Marty: Jill, I feel like a perfect fool. 


Jiu (Contritely): I’m the foolish one. 
But know something? I think I’m 
glad this happened. Because after 
listening to Sherry, I know Dad’s 
right. I’m not anywhere near ready 
for that kind of life. 

Miss Conway (Putting an arm around 
her): Maybe some day. (Mrs. 
ADLER comes in and goes behind the 
desk.) 

Mrs. Apter: Not forgetting the time, 
are you? Going on three o’clock. 

Miss Conway: Oh, my goodness! 
Everybody ready? (Leads the way to 
door.) Come on, spelling champs! 
(Mary, Pat, Ginny and SALLy go 
out after Jui and Miss Conway.) 

Marty (Ruefully): Me and my imag- 
ination! How wrong can you get? 

JEAN: I was wrong, too, getting so 
worked up about winning. Marty... 

Marty: Yes? 

Jean: If J don’t win that match, I 
hope you do! 

Marty (Laughing a little): Why, thank 
you, Jean. (Names a word as they 
go to the door. JEAN spells it rapidly 
and names a word for Marty to spell. 
Marty spells it. They keep this up: 
with friendly laughter as they go out 
the door.) 

Mrs. ApDLER (Calling after them): May 
the best girl win! (Curtain) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 36) 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
RUNAWAY 
(Play on pages 25-35) 
Characters: 14 female. 
Playing Time: 25 min utes. 


Costumes: Modern dress. Gloria may wear a 
uniform. The girls wear attractive outfits, 
some dressy, some sport. Jill wears a suit 
and heels. Sue wears a white jacket, dark 
skirt and heels. 


Properties: A suitcase for each contestant, an 
envelope with name tags, a pencil, keys on 
a board, a spelling list, and a red jacket. 


Setting: The lobby of Ridge Manor. A regis- 
tration desk is near the corner up right with 
a telephone and registry book on it, and a 
chair behind it. A board with room keys 
hangs on the wall. A small radio is on the 
desk. There is a sofa left of center. Two 
easy chairs with a table between them are 
down right, and another easy chair is down 
left. Other chairs are near the walls. 
Flowers, lamps, pictures, etc., may add to 
the attractiveness of the room. A door in 
the upstage wall leads to the other rooms, 
and a door at left leads outside. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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(Play on pages 13-24) 
Tue Cursz or Hac Hottow 

Characters: 2 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: The witches wear the traditional 
black witch costumes. Terry first enters 
dressed as a scrub woman, with his head 
tied up in a dustcloth. He wears a long 
coverall apron and carries a mop and pail. 
(His trousers are rolled up beneath the 
apron.) Later, Terry wears a Romeo cos- 
tume. Drusilla wears a Juliet costume. 
Casper may wear a dark suit. 

Properties: Giant cereal box with large label, 
“Ghost Toasties’’, enormous goblet (the 
type used as an ornamental planter) filled 
with red liquid; bowl and spoon; brooms; 
basket containing a large black spider and 
a frog; bottle and spoon; kitten for Drusilla; 
paper cup for Casper. 

Setting: A cave. The furnishings include a 
table and several stools of different heights. 
The backdrop may be painted to represent 
rocks, and large spiders’ webs may be hung 
about the cave. 

Lighting: Just before the end of the play, there 
is a complete blackout. 

Sound: Off-stage siren. 
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Rosin Hoop anp THE MatcH 
AT NOTTINGHAM 
(Play on pages 53-60) 

Characters: 8 male; 2 female; any number of 
male and female extras for courtiers, ladies- 
in-waiting, and townspeople. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: Traditional dress of medieval Eng- 
land. Robin Hood and his men wear 
ragged clothes; the Prince, Queen, Cour- 
tiers, and Ladies-in-Waiting are elaborately 
clothed. The townspeople wear simple 
costumes typical of the period. 

Properties: Bows, one gold-colored arrow, 
coins, note with message, autoharp (for 
lyre). For reasons of safety, it is suggested 
that real arrows not be used in the shooting 
scene. 

Setting: The fair at Nottingham. At stage 
right are two rows of benches for courtiers 
and ladies-in-waiting, and for some of the 
townspeople. Upstage center is a raised 

latform decorated with ribbons, colored 
Londen. and flowers. It is from this plat- 
form that the archers pretend to shoot at 
the target off-stage left. Down-stage left 
the side of a brightly colored tent may be 
seen. 

Lighting: No special effects. 

Music: An autoharp may be used for the lyre. 





House of Horrors 


by John Murray 


Characters 

TIM, @ young man 

Sup, his friend 

MARGE, Sue’s younger sister 

Jounny, Tim’s friend 

Por McQuapk, caretaker of the House 
of Horrors 

MAUvDE, his sister 

MILLER, manager of the Funland 
Amusement Park 

Lapy Zorro, a snake charmer 

CLARENCE, a gorilla 

Time: Late evening. 

SetrinG: The House of Horrors at 
Funland Amusement Park. 

At Rise: Stage is deserted. Footsteps 
are heard, and T1m and SvuE appear 
at entrance right. Before entering, 
Tim plays his flashlight around stage. 
SvuE enters cautiously. Strands of 
seaweed, suspended above the entrance, 
brush against her face. Sue shrieks, 
retreats, and almost knocks Tm off 
balance. 

Tim (Quickly): Take it easy! 

Sur (Hysterically) : Something touched 
me! It was like a cold, deadly hand. 
It touched my face! (Tim shines his 
flashlight above entrance.) 

Tim (Scoffing): There’s your cold, 
deadly hand. (Sur slowly reaches up 
and fingers seaweed.) 

Sur: Why, it’s only some old seaweed 
made out of cloth. 

Tim: Sure, it’s an old trick. There 
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isn’t an amusement park in the 
country that hasn’t used that gim- 
mick. When that stuff rubs against 
your face, you think that you’ve run 
across a ghost. 

Sue: It’s pretty cruel. (She enters, 
carefully avoiding the hanging strands.) 
Oh, it’s terribly dark in here, Tim. 

Tim (Joining her): What did you ex- 
pect? This place has been closed for 
so long. 

Sue: It gives me the creeps. I always 
liked going through it in the summer, 
but now that everything’s boarded 
up — well, it’s weird! 

Tim (Musing): The old House of 
Horrors. I used to come here as a 
kid. It hasn’t changed much. 

Sue: I hope we won’t get into trouble. 
After all, this place is private prop- 
erty. We’re trespassers. 

Tim: (Sighing): We had to take that 
risk, Sue. I have to find Johnny 
Strong. 

Sug: Do you really think he’s here? 

Tim: It’s possible. When we were kids, 
we had a bargain to meet in the 
House of Horrors if either of us was 
in trouble. 

Sur (Thoughtfully) : Johnny’s in plenty 
of trouble now. 

Trim: I hope he remembers our bargain. 
It’s a good thing I was able to find 
those loose boards. We couldn’t 
have come through the main en- 





trance without a key. (Regards 
Suz) I hope you’re not sorry that 
you came. 

Sue (Quickly): Oh, no! Johnny’s my 
friend, too. I can’t believe all those 
terrible things that people say about 
him. 

Tim (Resolved): I know that Johnny’s 
not a thief. 

Sve: But do you think we’ll be able to 
help him? Everyone’s looking for 
him now. It’ll only be a matter of 
time before they find him. 

Tim: That’s why I want to reach him 
first. Johnny got into plenty of 
trouble as a kid, but he’s no crook! 

Sve: But all those rumors! Mr. 


Morrison’s house was robbed and 
those valuable bonds were taken. 
Johnny had worked around the 
Morrison place and he knew about 
the bonds. 

Tim (Disgruntled): And that’s not all. 


Old Man Morrison heard the thief 
and went into the room to investi- 
gate. He said that the burglar wore 
a brown, suede jacket with the word 
“‘Athletics” written across the back. 
Then the thief slugged Morrison and 
got away. 

Sve: Well, Johnny has a jacket like 
that, but it doesn’t mean that he 
robbed Morrison’s house. And it 
doesn’t mean that Johnny stole the 
bonds. 

Tim: That’s possible, but Morrison is 
ready to swear that Johnny is the 
thief! 

Sue: (Stghing) : Yes, it does seem hope- 
less. What can we do? 

Tim: [’ll worry about that when I find 
him. (Walks to collapsible bench and 
sits. Bench collapses and Tim tumbles 


to floor. SuE laughs at him as he 
prepares to stand. Tim brushes his 
clothes, sets bench up again, and looks 
angrily at Sun.) Pretty funny! 

Sue: Oh, don’t get angry, Tim! Didn’t 
you remember the collapsible bench? 
When anyone sits, he falls on the 
floor. 

Tim: Now you remind me! (Stares 
around.) Well, this isn’t getting us 
anywhere. Where shall we start our 
search? 

Sue: There are a lot of rooms in the 
House of Horrors. 

Tim (Nodding): And a guy never knows 
what to expect! (Sux points to door 
at left.) 

Sur: Let’s find out where that door 
leads. 

Tim: O.K. (SUE crosses stage and opens 
door. A skeleton falls out towards her. 
SvuE screams, pushes skeleton back 
into closet and slams door. Tim 
laughs.) 

Sue (Angrily): You’re terrible. It 
frightened me to death!. 

Tim: You thought it was very funny 
when I took the swan dive. (SUE 
smiles, and they laugh together. Tim 
sobers suddenly.) Hey! I have an 
idea. Let’s find Pop McQuade and 
his sister, Maude. 

Sur: They own the House of Horrors, 
don’t they? 

Tim: Yes. Mr. Miller is the general 
manager of the park, but the Mc- 
Quades own this concession and pay 
Miller rent. 

Suz: Oh, that’s right. 

Tim: We could have saved ourselves a 
lot of trouble. If anyone knows 
where Johnny is hiding, it’s Pop 
McQuade. 





Sur (Nodding): Pop and Maude are 
good friends of Johnny’s. Now, let 
me see. Pop has a shack in back of 
this place. 

Sug: Maybe Johnny’s hiding there. 

Tim: It’s worth a try. (Tim and Sur 
prepare to exit. Tim suddenly grasps 
Sun’s arm, cautioning her to silence. 
Footsteps are heard off-stage right.) 
Someone’s coming! (Footsteps grow 
louder. MARGE enters.) 

MarGe: Sue! Tim! Boy, am I glad to 
see you! 

Sue (Relieved): Poison! What are you 
doing here? 

Marce: I wish you wouldn’t call me 
that ridiculous name. It’s un-lady- 
like. 

Tim: It’s very appropriate! (7'o Sup) 
I didn’t know you told your sister 
that you were coming here. 

Marge: Don’t be silly. Sue never tells 
me anything. I knew that you were 
up to something when I saw you two 
whispering at our house tonight. I 
decided to follow you. 

Sure: Marge! You’re a little sneak! 

Marce: I am not. I’m curious, that’s 
all. And I know why you're here. 
You’re, looking for Johnny Strong! 

Suge: You shouldn’t have come here. 
Someone might have followed you. 
If the police knew that we were look- 
ing for Johnny, they’d arrest him 
before we could help him prove his 
innocence. 

MargGeE: Never mind! I want to help 
Johnny, too! Three heads are better 
than one. 

Tim (Glaring): In this case, it’s two 
and one-half heads! 

Marce (To Sve): Really, Sue, I don’t 
know what you see in that man. 
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(To Tim) You’ll make a terrible 
brother-in-law! (SuE grins uncom- 
fortably.) Well, where do we start? 

Tim: First, I’ want to get rid of you. 

Marce: I’m not leaving. This is too 
exciting. 

Tim (Shrugging helplessly): I guess 
we’re stuck with you. You might as 
well come along. But keep out of 
trouble! 

Mares: It’s a promise. (Tim and Sug 
turn’ towards exit left. JOHNNY, 
dressed ‘tn a gorilla’s outfit, appears 
at entrance right. MARGE stares at 
him in terror. T1m and SuE are un- 
aware of his presence. MarGn’s 
mouth quivers, but no words come from 
her lips. She tries to divert Sun’s 
attention by waving, but her hand re- 
mains transfixed. As JOHNNY enters, 

‘Marce finally finds her voice and 
screams. SuE and Ti turn. JOHNNY 
cautions them to silence as he quickly 
removes the gorilla mask.) 

JoHNNY: Be quiet! 

Marce: Johnny Strong! What are 
you trying to do? (Tim shakes 
JOHNNY’s hand.) 

Tim: We’ve been searching for you. 

Sur: We never thought we’d find you, 
Johnny. 

Tim: But what are you doing in that 
monkey suit? 

JOHNNY: Can you think of a better 
disguise around an amusement park 
lot? ii vz ys 

Maree: I think it’s silly. 

JoHNNY (Shaking head): It was Pop 
McQuade’s idea. I’ve been staying 
at his shack. Pop is going to dress 
like a gorilla for one of the acts this 
summer. (Gestures) This is his 
costume. He figured that if someone 





sees me wearing it, the person will 
think it’s Pop rehearsing his routine. 

Sve: But I don’t understand why 
you’re roaming around the amuse- 
ment park. 

Jounny: I’m looking for clues. That 
was Pop’s idea, too. Pop thinks that 
the real crook is connected with 
Funland! 

Sue: No! 

Tru: Does Pop have any suspects? 

Jounny: Yes, but I can’t talk now. 
(Softly) It was mighty nice of you 
to come here. 

Tr: Forget it. 

Jounny (Grimly): The cards are 
stacked against me. I suppose you 
heard that Morrison identified my 
jacket as the one worn by the thief. 
‘(Everyone nods.) And I worked 
around Morrison’s place. I knew 
that his safe was behind a picture in 
the living room. 


Sue: That doesn’t prove a thing. 
Anyone might have known about 
the safe and the bonds. 

Jounny: That won’t hold water with 
the police. 

Marce: Isn’t it possible that someone 
might have worn a jacket like yours? 


Jounny: I don’t know. I’ve never 
seen one like it before. 

Tru: Where’s your jacket now? 

Jounny: That’s the bad part. I gave 
the jacket to Pop McQuade a few 
months ago to store away with some 
of my other clothes. Pop and Maude 
have a wardrobe trunk in the pro- 
vision tent on the Midway. 

Sue: Yes? 

Jounny: After I heard that my jacket 
was identified, Pop went out to the 
trunk. (He gestures helplessly.) The 


lock had been broken. The jacket 
was gone! 

MarceE: (Quickly): But if your jacket 
is missing, doesn’t that prove that 
someone else must have robbed 
Morrison’s house? 

Jounny: The police won’t believe it. 
The chief is an old friend of Pop’s, 
but he’ll think that Pop made up the 
story about the missing jacket to 
help me. (Shakes head.) I’ll have to 
find proof before the chief will be- 
lieve me. 

Tim (Snapping fingers): Hey! I just 
thought of something that the chief 
might believe. (Jo Jounny) Every- 
one knew that you wore a jacket 
with “Athletics” written across the 
back. (JoHNNy nods.) 

Sue: What are you getting at? 

Tm: If Johnny stole the bonds, 
would he wear a jacket that would 
be a dead giveaway if he were seen? 
Heck, he might as well have written 
his name on the jacket! 

Sue: That’s right. 

Marce: I never thought of that. (To 
Jounny.) That proves that you 
didn’t rob Morrison’s house. 

Jounny (Slowly): I’ll need more proof 
for the chief. After all, many 
criminals have made more glaring 
errors than that. 

Tim (Reluctantly): I guess you’re right. 
The chief has a job, and it’s his busi- 
ness to find you. (Brightly). But at 
least we have some place to start. 

Sue: What are you going to do? 

Tim: It’s easy. If we find the person 
who broke into Pop’s trunk, we’ll 
have the thief. 

Sue: That’s remote. There are always 
hundreds of people at the park. Any- 





one could have snapped the trunk 
lock. 

Jounny: No. Don’t forget. The park 
hasn’t opened for the summer season 
yet. The provision tent is always 
guarded. Most of the concessionaires 
keep things in the provision tent. 

MarcGeE: Then someone connected with 
the show could have passed the 
guard and snapped the trunk lock. 

JOHNNY: You’re a bright kid. 

Tm: Who else is around the park at 
this time of year? 

JoHNNY: There’s Pop McQuade and 
Maude. (Tim nods.) Then there’s 


Lady Zorro. 

Sur (Distastefully): I’ve seen her act. 
MarceE: Isn’t she the one with those 
terrible snakes? (JOHNNY nods.) 
Jounny: The other person is Miller. 
Sug: Oh, yes. He’s the general man- 

ager of the park. 


Tm: I remember him. (7'0 JoHNNny) 
Didn’t you have a run-in with him 
once? 

JounNny: Miller never liked me. He 
told Pop to keep me out of the park. 
Pop had it out with Miller. He told 
Miller that he’d have anyone he 
liked at his shack. Miller’s had a 
grudge against me ever since. (Sighs) 
Well, that’s about all. All the others 
are down south for the winter season. 

Sue: What about Mr. Mercer, the man 
who owns Clarence, the gorilla? 

JOHNNY: Mercer hasn’t been here for a 
month. Pop is taking care of 
Clarence while he’s away. 

MarGE (Shivering): I remember Clar- 
ence. He’s a fierce-looking gorilla! 

JoHNNY: Clarence is all right. He’s 
pretty tame. 

Tim: Well, there’s one thing certain. 
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If we can trace your missing jacket, 
we'll have our thief. And we mustn’t 
forget about the bonds. 

Sug: The bonds? 

Tim: Sure. I understand they were 
negotiable bonds, but the thief 
wouldn’t dare to cash them right 
away. Why, they must be hidden 
with the jacket! 

Marae: Do you think they’re hidden 
in the park? 

Tim: Why not? The thief might have a 
safe place for them until he’s ready 
to cash the bonds. 

Sug: Why, they might be right here in 
the House of Horrors! 

Tim (To Jounny): Better get a flash- 
light at Pop’s shack. We’ll split up. 
(Gestures right) You can search back 
there. (Gestures left) The girls and I 
can take those rooms. 

Jounny: Check! I’ll meet you later. 
(T1m, Sug and MarGE exit left, wav- 
ing. JOHNNY prepares {o exit right 
as Pop McQuapeE and his sister 
Maupe enter.) Pop! Maude! What’s 
wrong? 

Por: Plenty! Clarence is gone! 

MaupE (Nodding excitedly): We just 
passed his cage, and the door was 
open. We looked around, but Clar- 
ence is gone! 

Jounny : How could he have gotten out 
of his cage? It has a snap lock. 
Por: That’s right. The cage was de- 

liberately opened from the outside! 

Jounny: Didn’t you feed the gorilla 
about an hour ago? 

Por: Yes, but the cage was locked when 
I left. I'll swear to it. 

Mavups: Pop’s always been careful 
about Clarence. Mr. Mercer pays 
us well to take care of the gorilla. 





Jounny: If Clarence gets out of the 
park, he’ll have the police swarming 
all over the place. 

Pop: I don’t think he’ll leave. Clar- 
ence is very tame. 

JoHNNY: Yes, but he’s still a three- 
hundred pound gorilla! I can’t 
understand how he got out of his 
cage. 

Mauve: That’s not important now. 
It’s our job to find him. 

Jounny: Golly! Some of my friends are 
in the back room. I’d better warn 
them. 

Pop: I'll take care of that. You’d 
better get back to the shack for a 
light and some rope. 

Jounny: O.K. I’ll meet you later. (He 
exits.) 

Maupe (Sadly): Poor Johnny. He’s 
frightened almost to death. 

Pop: I’d like to get my hands on the 
person who framed him. 

Mavpe: Well, we’d better find Johnny’s 
friends. If they run across Clarence, 
they might get the wrong idea. 
(Maun and Pop evit left. Stage is 
momentarily deserted. Then Lavy 
Zorro enters right. She stares around 
as though expecting to see someone. 
She paces across stage impatiently, 
glances at wrist watch, and stamps her 
foot. MULLER enters right, carrying a 
brown suede jacket across his arm.) 

Lapy Zorro: I’m glad you're here, 
Miller. I was getting worried. 

Muuer (Triumphanily): It wasn’t 
easy, but I finally got the jacket. 
(Holds up jacket so that “Athletics” 
may be seen across the back. MILLER 
pats the jacket.) The bonds are in the 
inside pocket. 

Lapy Zorro (Uneasily): I never liked 
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the idea of hiding the jacket and the 
bonds in the gorilla’s cage. 

MILLER (Emphatically): Listen, there 
wasn’t a better hiding place. I had 
them hidden under the matting in 
back of the cage. The only other 
person who goes near the cage is Pop 
McQuade and he’d never think of 
raising that floor matting. 

Lapy Zorro: Why didn’t you hide the 
things in your own tent? 

Miter (Sarcastically): Now, that 
would have been smart! I can im- 
agine the questions the Chief of 
Police would ask if he found them 
there. 

Lapy Zorro: I still don’t like the idea 
of using the jacket. You didn’t tell 
me that you were going to involve 
Johnny Strong. 

Miter: I had a score to settle with 
that kid! I didn’t want him hanging 
around the park. Someone might 
get the idea to give him my job one 
day. (Smugly) I have the bonds and 
I have Strong where I want him. 

Lapy Zorro: It’s not fair. 

Mituer (Suspiciously): You haven’t 
gone soft-hearted, have you? 

Lapy Zorro: The kid never harmed 
you. 

Mutter: I still don’t like him. 

Lapy Zorro: I’ve gone this far and 
there’s no turning back. 

MILuER (Smiling) : That’s right. You’re 
involved in this thing. It was lucky 
that I remembered about your sister 
in Canada. We’ll send her the bonds 
and she can convert them into good, 
hard cash. 

Lapy Zorro: Yes, but she must never 
know that the bonds were stolen. 

Miter: That’s our business. You 





tell her that the bonds were left you 
by an old friend. In a few months, 
we'll be able to get the cash. I’ve 
thought of everything. 

Lavy Zorro: I’m still worried about 
Johnny Strong. 

MILueR (Angrily): I risked my neck 
wearing that jacket and stealing 
the bonds, didn’t I? I hid the stuff 
in the gorilla cage and sweated it 
out every time Pop went near the 
cage. I took all the risks! (MILLER 
thrusts the jacket at her.) Do you 
remember what you have to do? 

Lapy Zorro (Nodding): I’m to send 
the bonds to my sister. She will 


redeem them at the Canadian Cur- 
Then we'll pick 


rency Exchange. 
up the money. 

Miter: What else? 

Lapy Zorro (Distastefully): I’m going 
to put this jacket back in Pop’s 
trunk. 

Mixer: I’|l take over after that. When 
I call the Chief of Policeanonymously 
and suggest that he search Pop’s 
trunk, it’ll be curtains for Johnny 
Strong. (Lapy Zorro nods weakly. 
She takes envelope out of inner pocket 
of jacket. The envelope has been 
opened. She looks inside it.) 

Lapy Zorro: The envelope — it’s 
empty! The bonds are gone! 

MiuuerR: You’re crazy! (He snaps at 
the envelope and rips it apart. The 
scattered pieces fall to the floor. He 
grabs the jacket and searches the 
pockets quickly.) Someone beat me 
to the bonds! You can’t trust any- 
body these days! (He glances at her 
suspiciously.) You knew the bonds 
were hidden in the gorilla cage. 

Lapy Zorro: I wouldn’t go near that 


cage for a million. Clarence doesn’t 
like me. 

Miuuer (Thoughtfully): I guess that’s 
right. Now, if Pop found them, he’d 
have taken them with the jacket to 
the police. And Old Man Mercer 
hasn’t been around the park for a 
month. He doesn’t even know about 
the bonds. 

Lapy Zorro: Then who — — ? 

Miter: I have it! The only other 
living thing who could have taken 
the bonds is — Clarence! 

Lavy Zorro: The gorilla? That’s silly! 

MruueR (Shaking head): The animal 
is almost human, I tell you. He 
must have pulled up the matting, 
found the jacket, took the bonds and 
returned the empty envelope to the 
pocket. 

Lapy Zorro: It’s fantastic! 

Mutter: It’s very possible. Don’t 
forget, Clarence is a show gorilla. 
Mercer has taught him a lot of tricks. 

Lapy Zorro: Then — then that would 
mean that Clarence is in his cage 
with a fortune in negotiable bonds! 

Mier: We’d better get him, and fast! 

Lapy Zorro: I hope he’s there. Are 
you sure you locked the cage after 
you took the jacket? 

Mutter: Of course I’m sure. (Pauses) I 
think I’m sure. (He grabs her arm.) 
C’mon! Let’s get moving! (They 
exit right, and Sux enters left.) 

Sup (Upset): Oh, that sister of mine! 
She would get lost. Well, I hope she 
comes back here — we promised to 
meet here if anything went wrong. 
(Sux starts to sit on collapsible bench, 
then decides to stand. Heavy thumping 
is heard off-stage. SuE snaps to at- 
tention and hugs the right wall near 





the entrance. Thumping grows louder. 
Sun’s face is strained with fear. 
CLARENCE, the gorilla, enters right, 
carrying the missing bonds. Sur 
looks relieved.) Oh, Johnny, you 
frightened me! You made such a 
noise in the hall. (She crosses stage 
and CLARENCE lumbers after her. 
Sue turns.) Why are you walking 
like that? Have you hurt your foot? 
(CLARENCE regards her, head cocked 
on the side.) I wish you'd take off 
that mask. You give me the willies! 
(CLARENCE thumps his chest and 
Sue gasps.) Johnny Strong! This 
is no time for clowning! (SUE stares 
at him with uncertainty.) I — I wish 
you’d say something. I don’t know 
why you’re acting like this. (She 


notices bonds in CLARENCE’S grasp. 
She takes them and examines them.) 
The missing bonds! Where — where 
did you find them? 


(Pause) Oh, 
Johnny! What’s the matter with 
you? (Waves bonds) Don’t you 
know what this means? You must 
know who stole the bonds! We’d 
better find Pop and have him call 
the chief. (CLARENCE raises paw and 
pats SuE on the back in mute approval. 
She backs away.) Johnny! Johnny! 
(She studies CLARENCE carefully.) 
Why, you’re — you’re not Johnny! 
You’re the — (Sux’s voice breaks off 
as she retreats.) N —nice Clarence. 
G—go away! (CLARENCE, obvi- 
ously amused by her fear, approaches. 
Svs tries to call weakly.) T — Tim! 
M — Marge! Anyone! (SvE con- 
tinues to retreat until she backs into 
wall. She covers her head, prepared 
for the worst, as CLARENCE ap- 
proaches. CLARENCE suddenly stops 


as footsteps are heard off-stage. He 
scratches his head and exits right. 
Marce and Tim enter left. Sus, 
nearly collapsing, waves the bonds.) 


‘ Tim: What happened? 
. Sue: Clarence, the gorilla! 


He was 
here. (Points right) He must have 
heard you coming. (SvE thrusts the 
bonds at Tim. He examines them and 
whistles slowly.) 

Tim: The bonds! 

Maree: Where did Clarence get them? 

Sus: I—I don’t know, but when we find 
out, we’ll have the thief! (Jonnny, 
wearing gorilla’s outfit, enters right. 
SvE screams and MarGE backs away. 
Tim turns, startled. JoHNNY quickly 
removes gorilla mask.) 

Marce: Johnny! 

Sur: What are you trying to do, scare 
us to death? 

JOHNNY: I’m sorry. 
this monkey suit. 

Tim: Never mind that now. We have 
the bonds! (He waves them at 
JOHNNY.) 

Sup (Quickly): I got them from Clar- 
ence, the real gorilla! 

JoHNNY: Clarence? That’s why I came 
back. I wanted to tell you that 
Clarence is missing. 

Suz (Wiping brow): You’re not telling 
me anything! I ran up against him 
a few minutes ago. 

MarceE (Nodding): And Clarence had 
the bonds. (JoHnny thinks for a 
moment. ) 

Jounny: I may have this figured out. 
Someone deliberately opened Clar- 
ence’s cage because he knew that the 
bonds were hidden there. 

Marce: But Clarence had already 
taken the bonds. 


I forgot about 





Suge: Then the thief must realize by 
now that Clarence has them! 

Tim: It’s a safe bet that the thief is out 
looking for Clarence right now! 
(JOHNNY puts on gorilla mask.) 

JOHNNY: When the thief finds Clar- 
ence, he’s going to have a little 
surprise. 

Sur: I don’t know many people who 
would go into Clarence’s cage. 
Johnny, I’ll bet you’re right about 
Miller. 

Tim: Miller certainly knows his way 
around Funland. (JoHnny takes 
bonds from T1m and pats them con- 
fidently.) 

Jounny: I have what the thief wants 
and I’m going to wait around until 
he comes for them. 

Sve: Do you think the thief will mis- 
take you for Clarence? 

JoHNNY: You did. (SuE smiles un- 
comfortably.) 

Marce (Cautiously): Sh! Someone’s 
coming. (JOHNNY gestures left.) 
JoHNNyY: You kids get out of here: I’ll 
handle this — :nyself! (Tim, Maree 
and Sux exit left. Lapy Zorro and 
MILLER enter right. He carries the 

brown suede jacket.) 

Lavy Zorro: We'll find Clarence, don’t 
worry. 

Miuuer (Angrily): When I get my 
hands on that gorilla — (MILLER 
stops suddenly as he sees JOHNNY.) 

Lapy Zorro: Clarence — 

Miter (Softly): Take it easy! Look, 
he has the bonds. I don’t want to 
frighten him. 

Lapy Zorro: What are you going to 
do? 

Miter: I’ve always had a way with 
Clarence. I’m going to get those 
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bonds! (JoHnny begins to cavort in 
an ape-like way. MILLER approaches 
him.) Come here, Clarence. (JOHNNY 
obliges.) Now give me those bonds, 
Clarence. Yes, that’s right. (JoHnNY 
waves ti: bonds under MILLER’s nose, 
but pulls them quickly away as 
MILLER reaches for them.) Give me 
the bonds! 

Lapy Zorro: He doesn’t understand 
you. 

Miuuer (Threatening): I’ll make him 
understand! (Jo Jounny) I’m not 
fooling, Clarence. You’d better give 
me those bonds! (Holds up jacket) 
You took them from this jacket. 
(MILLER gestures as though removing 
bonds from jacket.) You found the 
jacket hidden in your cage, didn’t 
you? You remember the night I 
left it under the floor matting. Come 
on, Clarence, give me those bonds! 
(He takes JoHNNY’s arm. JOHNNY 
thumps him on the back and knocks 
him down.) 

Lapy Zorro: Look out, Miller! 
(MILLER quickly stands and shakes: 
his fist at JOHNNY.) 

Miter: I'll fix you! Why won’t you 
give me those bonds? 

Jounny (Coldly): Wouldn’t you like 
to know? (Mruuer and Lapy Zorro 
stand dumbfounded.) 

Lapy Zorro: He — he talked! 

Jounny: Your partner talked, too! 
I know who stole the bonds! 

Miter: That’s not Clarence! It’s — 
(JOHNNY rips off mask.) 

Jounny: You're right, Miller. Thanks 
for the confession! 


Lapy Zorro: Johnny Strong! What 
are you going to do? (MILLER 





quickly reaches into his pocket and 
draws out a gun.) 

Mutter: He’s not going to do anything. 
(To Jounny) The confession won’t 
help you. I arranged the robbery, 
and you’re not going to stop me now. 
(Levels gun at JoHNNY) 

Lavy Zorro (Quickly): You can’t kill 
him. 

Muuer (Nodding): No, not here. Pop 
and Maude may hear the shot. 
We'll drive him to some deserted 
place in your car. 

Lapy Zorro: No! I never bargained 
for murder! 

Mituer (Angrily): I suppose you’d 
like to drive him to the police so 
that he can report us? 

Lapy Zorro: I — I don’t care what he 
does. I don’t care what happens to 
us. I’m sorry that you ever talked 
me into this business. I don’t want 
to hear about the bonds again. 
(MILLER grasps her arm and shoves 
her towards Jounny. He grins coldly.) 

Mutter: This looks like the end of our 
association, Lady Zorro! You're a 
very dangerous woman. I can’t let 
you go to the police, either. I’m still 
going through with my plans. 

Lapy Zorro: You — you're going to 
kill me, too! 

Mutter: What do you think? (Gestures 
to closet left) I think that door leads 
to an exit. (Crosses stage, still aiming 
gun at Jounny.) I’ve gone too far to 
stop now. If anyone tries to rush 
me, I'll kill him. (Brandishes gun as 
he opens door. MILLER’s back is to 
the door. Skeleton tumbles out, and 
drapes itself on Mituer. MMiui.er 
drops gun and JouNNY darts forward, 


stoops, and picks it up. He points it 
at MILLER.) 

Jounny: This is your unlucky night, 
Miller. That exit door is in the nezt 
room! (Gestures to skeleton) Thanks, 
Bessie. You saved my hide. (MILLER 
stands up.) Give me that jacket. 
It’ll be important evidence at your 
trial. (MILLER hands him the jacket. 
Tim, Suz, Mares, Pop and MaupE 
enter left.) 

Sve: Oh Johnny! You were wonderful! 

MarcGe (Jo MILuER): You tried to 
frame Johnny. You — you — (She 
tries to kick MLLER in the shins, but 
SuE restrains her.) 

Sun: Take it easy, Poison. The police 
will handle him. 

Pop: We heard everything. The young 
folks told us to wait in the corridor. 

Mavupe (Nodding): We heard Miller’s 
confession. And we’re taking him 
to the police right now! (Pop takes 
gun from JounNy and aims it at 
MILLER.) 

Jounny: I’m sorry, Lady Zorro, but 
you'll have to go along, too. 

Lapy Zorro: It’s all right, Johnny. I 
did a terrible thing and I’m not 
afraid to face the police. But please 
believe me. I didn’t want to involve 
you — and I didn’t want to kill you. 

Jounny: I believe that. 

Tr (Nodding): We'll tell the chief 
what we heard. Maybe he’ll make 
it easier for you at the trial. 

Sue: Yes, you really saved Johnny’s 
life. 

Mavupe (Chuckling): Bessie didn’t do 
too badly, either. (Points to skeleton) 
I hope this thief didn’t break her. 
I’ve had old Bessie for nigh on 





twenty years. (Pop nudges MILLER 
with gun.) 

Por: Get going! If you’re planning to 
take any running exercises, I want 
to tell you that my gun hand gets 
pretty nervous at times! (Brandishes 
gun with confidence. MAuDE puts 
skeleton back into closet. MILLER, 
Lapy Zorro, Pop and MAvuDE exit 
right.) 

Sur: Whew! This has been a night! 

Jounny: Yes. I don’t think anyone else 
will ever find the House of Horrors 
as exciting. 

Marae: I want to go home. (Shivers) 
Skeletons! Gorillas! Thieves! I’ve 
had enough! 

Tim: Gorillas! Hey, we forgot about 
Clarence. 

Sus: I’d like to forget him. 

Jounny: He must be around some- 
where. Wait until he gets hungry. 


He’s probably back at Pop’s shack 
right now. (Hands bonds to Tim.) 
You’d better keep these for me until 
I get rid of this suit. (Tim places the 
bonds in the pocket of his coat.) 

Tm: It’s a funny thing, but Clarence 
made a monkey out of us. He solved 
the case! 

Jounny (Smiling): And you kids have 
been wonderful. The whole town 
was turned against me, but you had 
faith in me. I won’t forget it. (All 
exit. When the stage is empty, 
CLARENCE enters left. He stares 
around and finds that he is alone. 
Finally, with a gesture of perplexity, 
he shrugs and scampers down stairs 
that lead into audience. Nore: If it is 
not suitable for CLARENCE to exit 
through the audience, he can exit 
right.) (Curtain.) 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Hovss or Horrors 


Characters: 5 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern, everyday dress for Tim, 
Sue, and Marge. gee and ce: 
wear gorilla costumes which may be as 
simple or elaborate as desired. suit 
worn by Clarence should be heavily stuffed 
so that it gives him a more convincing 
appearance than Johnny. Pop M e 
and Maude wear work clothes. y 
Zorro and Miller are flashily dressed. 

ae : Flashlights, for Tim and Pop; 
skeleton; wrist watch, for Lady Zorro; 
brown suede jacket with “Athletics’’ em- 
bossed across back, envelope, and gun, for 
Miller; bonds, for Clarence. 

Setting: The House of Horrors at Funland 
Amusement Park. There are two en- 
trances, right and left. A closet-is located 
downstage left. There is a collapsible bench 
downstage right. Strands of “seaweed’’ 
hang above right entrance. The room is 
dark and sinister. If possible, skeletons, 
ghosts, etc., should adorn the walls. 

Lighting: Lights should be subdued in order 
to create an eerie, macabre effect. 
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New 1961 Publications... 


3 Outstanding Books 


of dramatic program material 


ONE-ACT PLAYS FOR TEEN-AGERS 
By Earu J. Dias 


A collection of gay, modern, royalty-free comedies, including 
farces, fantasies, melodramas, and satires—all tops in entertainment. 


Junior and Senior High $5.00 


ROUND-THE-WORLD PLAYS FOR CHILDREN 
By Paut T. Nouan 
The spirit of countries the world over — China, England, France, 
Germany, Greece, Holland, Indonesia, Italy, Mexico, Norway, 
Poland, Japan, Scotland, Spain, Switzerland, and the United States 


— is dramatically presented in these 18 royalty-free one-act plays 
about lands far and near. 


Middle Grades $5.00 


MODERN MONOLOGUES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE 
By JoHn MurRRAyY 


These humorous monologues are geared to the interests and talents 


of teen-agers. They are original and up-to-the-minute in the situations 
they dramatize. 


Junior and Senior High $3.96 


PLAYS, INC., Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 











Part Two 


Middle Grades 





The Wayward Witch 


by Claire Boiko 


Characters 

WINNIE, an absent-minded witch 

Two Brack Cats, who double as prop 
men 

CHILDREN 

WITCHES \ the cl 

Wizarps |} 

Settine: At center is a fireplace with 
pumpkins on the mantel. In front of 
the fireplace is a stoo!. A row of chairs 
extends diagonally from each side of 
the fireplace. 

At Rise: WINNIE is seated on the stool, 
her broom across her lap, dozing. 
On either side of the fireplace, sleeping 
on hands and knees, are the two BLACK 
Cats. The WircHes and WIzARDS 
are seated on the chairs (the seating 
arrangement should alternate boys and 
girls), holding their scripts in books 
covered with orange and black card- 
board. Mysterious music is played on 
the piano. As the chorus reads,* 
WINNIE enacts the scenein pantomime. 

Aux: This is the tale of a funny little 
witch. (WINNIE holds head in hands, 
nods in time with chorus.) 

lst Duzt: She didn’t know what was 
what -— 

2np Duer: Or who was who — 

Au: Or even which was which! 

3rD Duet: She couldn’t tell time from 
tide — 

*For variety and emphasis, certain lines of verse 


should be spoken by one person, or given to duets, ete., 
as indicated. 
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4TH Durr: Or groom from bride — 
5TH Duet: Or March from May — 
6TH Duet: Or sad to say — 

Au: Night from day! 


Ist Wircu: She was quite nearsighted 
in one little eye. (WINNIE pushes her 
large spectacles over her nose and 
squints.) 

2nD Wircu: To make matters worse, 
her broom wouldn’t fly! (WINNIE 
shakes her broom.) 


Aut Wircues: It was nothing short of 
awful, 
It was nothing short of tragic, 
But wayward, backward Winnie 
Could not do magic! 
(WINNIE takes her wand from the 
mantel and waves it. It disappears. 
She takes packet of magic powder from 
mantel, throws it in the air near the 
fire, and the fire goes out. NoTE: See 
“Special Effects” in Production Notes. 
The chorus continues to read while 
WINNIE does this.) 
lst Quartet: She couldn’t charm a 
tumble-bug 
With candle, book or bell — 
2nD Quartet: She couldn’t raise the 
smallest wish 
From a wishing well. 
Au: And not for the life of her, 
The ever-loving life of her, 
The mumbling, bumbling life of her 
Could Winnie cast a spell! 





Aut Wizarps: And the other witches 
said — 

ALL Wrrcues: Pooh, pooh! We're not 
onspeaking terms with you! (WINNIE 
goes back to stool and falls asleep as 
chorus continues.) 

ALL: Now it happened just to happen 
In the dark of the year, 

When the yellow, grinning goblin 
moon 

Begins to appear, 

That the time for Halloweening came 

One brown October night, 

When all the proper witches were 

In ghastly, ghostly flight — 

Ist Soto: Somehow, snoozing by her 

grate, 

Winnie missed the proper date! 

(The Cats exit with the pumpkins and 

fire.) 

Haur or Cuorvus: Outside the days 

flew by like snow 
Until, December, all aglow 


And festive with a thousand joys 
Came bursting with a glorious noise. 
(“Deck the Halls’’ is played loudly on 
the piano.) 

AuL: It woke poor Winnie! 


Winnie: Oh, boo! 
Loathsome fate! 
It’s Halloween! I must be late! 
(She mounts broom backwards, starts 
off backwards, straightens herself out 
and runs off-stage.) 
Har or Cuorvs: Then off she buzzed, 
straight to the scene 
Of what she thought was Halloween, 
While down below the white wind 
swirled 
And Christmas winged throughout 
the world! 
(“Jingle Bells’’ is played on the piano. 
The Cats bring on a large cardboard 


Oh, toadstools! 


Christmas tree. They hang stockings 
on the fireplace, and put a wreath on 
the mantel. Some CHILDREN enter, 
dressed in bathrobes, and take places 
by the fireplace. Cats sit on floor.) 
Aut: Then by their mantel, green and 
gay, 
Some children waited for Christmas 
Day. 
Ist Cuiip: Listen — did you hear that 
hoof? 
2nD CuiLp: I heard a sleigh upon the 
roof! 
3rD CurLp: He’s coming! Coming! I 
see a buckle! 
4TH Cup: I see his boots! I hear his 
chuckle! 
(“Jingle Bells’”’ is plays in agitated 
fashion. Then, from the hinged back 
of the fireplace, WINNIE pops out 
and cackles loudly, waving her broom, 
and stands center stage. NOTE: WINNIE 
has entered behind Christmas tree 
held by the Cats, so the audience has 
not seen her get into fireplace.) 
Winnie: Gadzooks! It’s spooks! Three 
gruesome cheers 
And Happy Halloween, my dears! 
(The CHILDREN scream loudly and 
run off-stage. WINNIE turns round 
and round on broom. She exits 
through chimney as Cats exit carry- 
ing off tree.) 
Aut: Oh, what a faux pas! What a 
goof! 
What a monumental spoof! 
Ist Quartet: Back flew Winnie 
through the blue-black night 
Determined was Winnie to set things 
right — 
2np Quartet: So she zigged over 
mountains and she zagged over 
seas, 
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Till a copper moon flashed and shone 
through the trees. 
Au: And she said: Well, before I was 
twixt and between 
But now, I’ll bet my old black hat, 
It’s really Halloween! 
(The Cats bring on decorated panel 
which resembles envelope of a valentine, 
with a large red heart in the center. 
WINNIE walks behind this, out of 
view of audience. The CHILDREN 
come on, run up to valentine. “Let 
Me Call You Sweetheart” is played on 
the piano.) 
lst CurLp: It’s tremendous! 
2np CuILp: Enormous! 
3rp Cup: It’s perfectly fine! 
4TH Curb: Let’s open our marvelous 
valentine. (They go to open it and 
WINNIE pops out.) 
Winnie: Goblins are blue, 
Demons are green, 
I wish you a happy 
Halloween! 
(The CHILDREN scream and run off- 
stage. WINNIE claps hands to her 
head. The Cats exit with the valen- 
tine.) 
Winnie: Merciful monsters, I must 
persevere 
I must find Halloween midnight, 
this year. 
(She mounts broom backwards again, 
goes backward, then rights herself and 
exits.) 
Aut: Off flew Winnie through the 
misty-moisty night, 
Determined was Winnie to set things 
right 
So she zigged down low, and she 
zagged up high 
Till a fat moon glowed in the eve- 
ning sky 


And she said: 
Aut WircueEs: Well, beforeI was twixt 
and between 
But now, I’ll bet my blooming broom 
It’s really Halloween! 
(“Yankee Doodle’ is played on the 
piano as the Cats bring on a giant 
firecracker, on a bunting-draped wagon. 
WINNIE is crouched down inside. The 
Cats hold both sides of firecracker 
during action. The CHILDREN come 
on, dressed in summer clothes.) 
CHILDREN: It’s wonderful, wonderful 
Fourth of July, 
Let’s shoot our rocket up to the sky! 
(A Boy pulls up the fuse with flame 
’ attached. CHILDREN back away with 
fingers in ears as WINNIE pops up 
out of firecracker. She waves her hat 
and cackles.) 
Winnie: Happy Halloween with a big, 
bad boo! 
Three cheers for the orange and 
black and blue! 
(The CHILDREN are astonished. Then 
instead of running, they stand and 
pantomime laughter. WINNIE, still in 
firecracker, looks miscrable. She pulls 
out a large black handkerchief and 
begins to cry loudly.) : 
Winnie: Oh fee! Oh fie! Oh sulphur 
and pitch! 
I’m a muddle-headed, addle-headed 
fool of a witch! 
(She sinks down in the firecracker. 
The CHILDREN come up and peer 
down, going off-stage as the Cats push 
the firecracker off-stage. As the chorus 
chants, the Cats bring the pumpkins 
on stage.) 
ALL Wizarps (Slowly and sadly): 
Back flew Winnie through the sad, 
bad night. 





This time things never would be 
right — 

So she sagged through the fog and 
she dragged through the bog 

To her witch’s hut upon the moor 

Beside the hollow log. . . 

(The Carts return to their original 

sleeping position. WINNIE limps 

slowly back on stage, sits on stool, 

shakes head and goes to sleep, snoring 

softly.) 

Au: Now, it happened just to happen 

In the dark of the year, 

When the yellow, grinning goblin 
moon 

Begins to appear, 

That the time for Halloweening came 

Again, that mystic night, 

And all the proper witches were 

In ghastly, ghostly flight. 

(Mysterious music is played on the 

piano. The CHILDREN, dressed in 

witch hats and masks, creep up to 

WINNIE on hands and knees.) 

Some strange and curious persons 

Came a-stalking, came a-creeping 

Up to the little stool 

Where Winnie lay a-sleeping. 

(The CHILDREN come up and yell 

“Boo!” WINNIE jumps and squeals. 

She stands on her stool, waving her 

broom at the CuitpREN. They take 

off their masks.) 

CHILDREN: Winnie, get ready 

It’s time for flight 

We came to remind you 

It’s Halloween night! 

Winnie: Bats and behemoths! I nearly 
was late again. 

Thank you, dear children, for setting 
me straight again. 

Now, I must hurry, I feel the dark 
power 


Of the magical, mystical midnight 
hour! 
(She mounts her broom as if poised for 
Jlight.) 
Goodbye, dear children, remember 
this, do, 
I’|! always be witching over you. 
We witches have a simple creed: 
A fiend in need is a fiend indeed! 
(She cackles and waves to CHILDREN, 
who wave back. After the CHILDREN 
speak, all hold positions.) 
CuILpREN: Happy haunting, Winnie! , 
AtL: So Winnie flew off to glorious 
glory, (WINNIE flies off-stage; the 
CHILDREN follow her.) 
But this is not quite the end of the 
story. 
For we’ve heard it from a goblin 
Who heard a ghost mention 
Aut Wizarps: That he heard it from a 
wizard 
Att Wircues: At the witches’ con- 
vention — 
Au: That half-past Springtime 
In a house on a hill, 
Some children found an Easter 
basket 
On a window sill, 
And out of an egg, with a cackling 
sound, 
Came wayward Winnie, with a 
bounce and a bound. 
(Across the stage hops WINNIE, two 
white bunny ears in her witch hat, 
and a powder puff tail on her back. 
She waves to the audience and shouts.) 
Winnie: Perhaps it’s odd! Perhaps 
it’s funny! 
But I’m replacing the Easter Bunny! 
Happy Eastereen! (Curtain) 
THE END 
(Production Notes on page 86) 





Robin Hood and the Match 
at Nottingham 


by Paul T. Nolan 


Characters 

Rosin Hoop (Jock o’ 
Teviotdale) 

ADAM 0’ THE DELL 

GILBERT 0’ THE Rep Cap 

THE SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM 

PRINCE JOHN 

Friar Tuck 

LitTLe JOHN 

ALLAN-A-DALE (Lincoln Green) 

Marp Marian 

QUEEN ELINOR 

LADIES-IN-W AITING 

CouRTIERS 

TOWNSPEOPLE 

SerrinG: The fair at Nottingham. 

At Ruse: The Laptes-1n-WaIrTING, 
Courtiers and TOWNSPEOPLE sit on 
two rows of benches at right. ALLAN- 


the three 
archers 


A-DALE, who is disguised as “Lincoln 
Green,” stands strumming his lyre and 
singing. The others listen and then 
join in the chorus. 

ALLAN-A-DALE (Singing) *: 
Come listen to me, you gallants so 

free, 

All you that love mirth to hear, 
And I will tell of a bold outlaw, 
That lived in Nottinghamshire. 

Aut (Chorus): That lived in Notting- 
hamshire. 

ALLAN-A-DALE (Singing): 
As Robin Hood in the forest stood, 
All under the greenwood tree, 
There he saw a brave young man, 
As fine as fine might be. 


* The tune of an old English ballad may be used here, 
or a traditional Robin Hood song may be substituted. 





Author’s Notes on Rosin Hoop anp THE Matcu at NorriNGHAM 
Come listen to me, you gallants so free, 
All you that love mirth for to hear, 
And I will tell you of a bold outlaw, 
That lived in Nottinghamshire. 


So begins an old English ballad, just one of thousands of stories told in song, in poetry and 
in prose about the famous outlaw of Sherwood Forest, Robin Hood. If one were to read all of 
these, one would soon find that there were two Robin Hoods. One lived about eight hundred 
years ago, and not much is actually known about him. Some think he was a nobleman; others 
think he was a poor widow’s son. But all seem to agree that he was the leader of a band of 
outlaws who robbed the rich to help the poor. 

The second Robin Hood is the one most of us know best. He was the best archer in England, 
the best friend the Focr ever had, and an unrelenting foe of the Sheriff of Nottingham, Prince 
John’s henchman. Robin Hood was a witty fellow who loved justice above all and a 
good joke next best. He gathered around him a group of colorful followers — Little John, 
who was far from little; Friar Tuck, who looked like a barrel and was strong as an oak; Allan- 
a-Dale, who made up songs about Robin Hood and his Merry Men; Will Scarlet; Maid Marian. 

It is about this second Robin Hood that this play is written. It is not from recorded history 
but from an old English ballad that the episode of the shooting match at Nottingham Town is 
taken. No one knows whether or not it is true, but it is the kind of story that symbolizes the 
spirit of Robin Hood and ‘Merrie England.” 
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Aut (Chorus): Robin Hood. Robin 
Hood. As fine as fine might be. 
(Prince JouN and the SHERIFF OF 
NorrincHaM rush out of the tent.) 

Prince Joun: Who is doing this sing- 
ing? 

SueriFF: It isn’t singing, Prince John. 
It’s treason. He was singing about 
Robin Hood. 

Prince Joun: I heard him. I heard 
them all. “Robin Hood. Robin 
Hood. As fine as fine might be.” I'll 
have some heads for this. 

SuerirF (Grabbing ALLAN-A-DALE): 
And this must be the villain, Prince 
John, for he has the lyre in his hand. 

PrINcE JouN: A lyre in his hand and a 
lie in his throat. Take him to the 


tower, and we'll be rid of both. 
Rosin Hoop (Calling from the crowd): 

One moment, Your Majesty, please. 
Prince JoHNn (Looking about): Who 

shouted that? (A tattered stranger, 


Rosin Hoop, comes forward. He is 
poorly dressed, and one eye is covered 
with a black patch.) 

Rosin Hoop: Meaning no offense, 
Your Highness, I did. 

Prince Joun: And who are you? Or 
should I say, what are you? By your 
appearance, I would guess that you 
are something the village cats think 
not worth eating. 

Rosin Hoop: Men call me Jock o’ 
Teviotdale, and I do come here to 
shoot for the prize the Sheriff has 

‘ offered for the best archer. I hope 
to win the Golden Arrow. 

SuHeriFF: A one-eyed archer? 
heavens! 

Ropin Hoop: I don’t pull the bow 
with my eyes, Sheriff, but with my 
hands and arms. 


Good 


ApAM 0’ THE DELL: And a right honest 
archer he is, too, Sheriff. There are 
only three of us left in the match — 
Gilbert 0’ the Red Cap, this fellow, 
and myself. 

Prince Joun: I don’t care about all 
that. Why have you shouted for me 
to stop as I ordered this traitor to 
the tower? Are you one of Robin 
Hood’s followers? 

Rosin Hoop: Not I, Sheriff. I have 
never seen the face of the man in my 
whole life. 

Prince JoHN: You may count yourself 
lucky. It’s an ugly face. 

Rostn Hoop: So I’ve been told, Your 
Highness. As ugly as my own, and 
I never want to meet the man com- 
ing down the road who wears it. 
But I mean to speak for this poor 
minstrel here, poor Lincoln. 

SueriFF: Lincoln! I hate the name 
ever since Robin Hood and his fol- 
lowers started wearing Lincoln green. 

Rosin Hoop: Aye, Lincoln Green. 
That’s the poor minstrel’s name, and 
he hates the name like sin. In fact, 
he told me he was thinking of chang- 
ing it very soon. 

Prince JouN: He’ll have no need of 
changing it. We don’t put names on 
the graves of traitors. 

Rostn Hoop: But poor old Lincoln’s no 
traitor. 

SuerirF: We heard him sing the 
praises of Robin Hood. 

Rosin Hoop: He was singing about 
that villain, Robin Hood. But he 
wasn’t singing his praises. He was 
singing about the time, soon to 
come, we all hope, when that knave 
and the brave Sheriff — it’s your- 
self, I mean — stand face-to-face. 





Let him sing the chorus again and 
you shall see. 

PRINCE JOHN: Let him sing and get on 
with it. All this bores me. 

ALLAN-A-DaALE: This is what I sang 
last. (Sings) 

As Robin Hood in the forest stood, 
All under the greenwood tree, 
There he saw a brave young man, 
As fine as fine might be. 

Rosin Hoop: Your honors will note 
that it is “the brave young man” 
who is as fine as fine might be. Not 
Robin Hood. And who do you think 
that brave young man is? Why it’s 
you, yourself, Sheriff. You probably 
did not recognize yourself. 

Prince Joun: As a “brave, young 
man,” I would not recognize him 
either. All right, you are pardoned 
this time, singer. But save your 


voice to sing the praises of your king 


hereafter. 

ALLAN-A-DateE: That I will, my Lord. 

Prince Joun: Now, get this shooting 
match over with. My money is on 
Gilbert 0’ the Red Cap. Sheriff, you 
bet on Adam o’ the Dell. 

SueEriFF: But I think Gilbert will win. 

Prince Joun: Of course, he will win. 
That’s why I’m betting on him. 

Rosin Hoop: And will no one bet on 
me? 

Prince Joun: No one. Not even your 
own mother, I should think. (LitrLE 
JOHN steps forward.) 

Litre Joun: I'll bet on Jock, Your 
Highness. 

Prince JoHn: Good heavens, man, 
what for? The fellow has only one 
eye and no brains. 

LirrLe Joun: We beggars should stick 
together. 


Prince Joun: If you bet on him, you’ll 
always be a beggar. But I’ll take 
your wager. Gilbert over one-eyed 
Jock. Where’s your money? 

Litre JouNn: I have only a single coin, 
Your Highness. (Holding coin up) 

Prince Joun: I'll take it. (Grabbing it) 
Every penny counts when you’re a 
king. 

Friar Tuck (Coming forward): Shall 
I hold the wagers, Prince John? 

Prince Joun: Friar Tuck! What are 
you doing here? I would expect you 
to be with your thieving friend, 
Robin Hood. 

Friar Tuck: The church is a friend of 
all, even thiev2s. As you shall find, 
Prince John, when you need our 
comfort. Shall I hold your wager? 

Prince JOHN (Giving it to him): All 
right, take it. 

Friar Tuck: And your coin, too, 
Prince John? 

Prince Joun: Sheriff, give him a coin. 

Suerirr (Giving Friar Tuck a coin): 
No matter which of you wins, I shall 
lose. 

Prince Joun: Let’s get on with the 
match. I haven’t all day to watch 
beggars at play. If you all have such 
time to waste, you must have more 
than you have been paying taxes on. 
(Rosin Hoop, GILBERT, AND ADAM 
go up to the platform. LitrLe JOHN 
and Friar Tuck stand downstage 
right. Prince Joun, the SHERIFF, 
Marp Marian, and QUEEN ELINOR 
stand downstage left by the tent. The 
rest of the people sit on the benches.) 

SuerirF: All right, let the last match 
begin. 

GrtBErRT (Calling from the platform): 
We have no judge here, Sheriff. 





SHeERtFF: Very well, I will judge. 
PRINCE JoHN: No, you won’t! You are 
betting on Adam. I will judge. 
QUEEN E.tnor: And you, my son, are 
A third party 


betting on Gilbert. 
would be better. 

PRINCE JOHN: I am a Prince, and I say 
I will judge. 

QuvUEEN Exrnor: And I am a Queen and 
your mother, and I say you shouldn’t. 
Here, we shall let Maid Marian 
judge. She has bet neither on Gil- 
bert nor Adam. 

Prince Joun: She has bet on Robin 
Hood, who isn’t even entered. But, 
it suits me. Let Maid Marian judge, 
for no matter who wins, I will win 
from her. (To Marin Martian) The 
next time, young lady, you will not 
place your trust in an outlaw. 

Marp Martian: The match is not yet 
over, Prince John. Robin Hood may 
yet arrive to shoot in the match and 
win the Golden Arrow. (She walks 
up to the platform.) 

SuHerirr (Jo Prince Joun): I hope 
she’s right. I hope Robin Hood does 
appear. I have my men spread 
throughout the woods, and they’ll 
give him more arrows in his hide 
than a porcupine has quills, if he but 
show his face. 

Prince JoHN: My dear, silly Sheriff, I 
have told you many times. Robin 
Hood won’t appear. The man’s a 
coward. Why I’d match old one- 
eyed Jock against your terror of 
Sherwood Forest for courage. If 
Robin Hood had intended to come, 
he’d have been here by now. 

SHERIFF: Maybe yes and maybe no. 
Friar Tuck is here, and that makes 
me suspicious. 
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Prince Joun: Friar Tuck likes thieves, 
and he’s come to visit you, Sheriff. 
It’s perfectly natural. 

SueEriFF: Prince John, I am your loyal 
follower. 

Prince Joun: I believe it. That’s why 
I know you must be a thief. Let us 
fool all of England, Sheriff, but there 
is no need to fool ourselves. 

SueriFF: That hurts me. (Taps his 
chest) Here. 

QUEEN ELINOR: Quiet, you two, with 
your whispering. Maid Marian is 
about to speak. 

SuHeriFF: Yes, Your Majesty. 

Prince JoHN: Yes, Mother. (Marp 
Marin stands on the platform, facing 
the audience. The three archers stand 
back of her with their bows ready.) 

Marp Martan: Ladies and Gentlemen, 
we now come to the last match of 
the day. And soon we shall see who 
shall win the Golden Arrow. There 
are but three left: Adam o’ the 
Dell... . 

SuerirF: Shoot straight and true, 
Adam. (Some of the crowd ad-lib en- 
couragement, calling “Hooray for 
Adam!” “We're for you, Adam,” etc.) 

Main Marian: Gilbert o’ the Red 
re 

Prince JOHN: We’re for you, Gilbert. 
(Some of the crowd ad-lib encourage- 
ment, calling ‘Hooray for Gilbert,” 
etc.) 

Maip Marian: And the last of the 
three, Jock o’ Teviotdale. (There is 
complete silence; and then a few laugh.) 
What, will no one cheer for Jock? 
Then I’ll give him a cheer myself. 
Hooray for Jock! Shoot straight and 
true. 

LirrLe Joun: [’ll join you in that, my 





Lady. Shoot straight, Jock. I have 
a bet on you. (Jock gives a deep 
bow.) 

Marip Marian: Each of these brave 
archers will shoot three arrows at 
the target one hundred yards dis- 
tant there, and he whose arrows 
come the closest to the ring, shall 
win the prize. First comes Adam o’ 
the Dell. 

SueriFF (Shouts): Shoot well, Adam, 
and if yours be the best shaft, a 
dozen silver pennies will I give you 
besides the prize. 

Apam: Truly, I will do my best. A man 
can do nothing more than that, but 
I will try. (Apa draws his bow and 
pretends to shoot. The crowd rises to 
its feet, and looks off-stage to the left, 
following the “arrow.’’) 


SuerirF: A good shot, Adam. It is 


barely two hands from the center. 
You will be a rich man yet. (Some of 


the crowd ad-lib “‘A fair hit!”’ etc.) 

Maip Marian: Adam o’ the Dell 
placed his arrow two hands from the 
center. Now shoots Gilbert o’ the 
Red Cap. 

Prince Joun: Best that mark and win 
a Prince’s favor, Gilbert. 

First Courttier: Ho for Gilbert 0’ the 
Red Cap! 

Grupert: As Adam said, a man can 
only do his best. And I shall try. 
(He takes his place and pretends to 
shoot. The crowd again looks off-stage 
to the left, following the “‘arrow.’’) 

Seconp Courtier: He beat Adam’s 
mark. 

First Lapy: He is but a single hand 
away. 

Prince Joun: There, Sheriff, have you 
ever seen such shooting as that? 


SuerirF: Indeed, I know only one man 
that can do so well. Robin Hood. 
Is it possible, Prince John, that 
Gilbert o’ the Red Cap is none other 
than Robin Hood in disguise? 

QuEEN Exrnor: Robin is almost a head 
taller. 

Prince Joun: And his shoulders are 
two inches broader. No, Sheriff, 
Gilbert is an honest archer and my 
champion. Don’t try to get out of 
our bet. 

Marp Martian: Gilbert 0’ the Red Cap 
placed his arrow one hand from the 
center. Now shoots Jock o’ Teviot- 
dale. 

Tuirp CourtTieR: We'd all better 
duck. He’s bound to miss the target 
and hit one of us. 

FourtH Courtier: Lead him to the 
target, Maid Marian, for he cannot 
see it. Ho, Ho, Ho. 

LitTLE JOHN: Quiet and give the poor 
fellow a chance. 

Prince Joun: I’m afraid that you’ve 
lost your wager, my friend. But let 
him shoot. (Rosin Hoop steps up 
and then pretends to shoot. The crowd 
leaps to its feet.) 

SueriFr: The one-eyed man beat them 
both! His shot is but three fingers 
from the center. 

Litre Joun: No, it’s only two. 

QUEEN Etrnor: It looks as though you, 
Prince John, and you, Sheriff, have 
picked the wrong man. The one- 
eyed man shoots well. 

PRINCE JoHN: It was but a lucky hit. 
He won’t do it again. 

SuerirF: The fellow is lucky even to 
see the target, let alone hit it. There 
are two more shots. He won’t win. 

Marp Martan: The winner of the first 





round: Jock o’ Teviotdale. His arrow 
is but two fingers from the center. 
And now for the second round, 
Adam o’ the Dell. (Apam pretends 
to shoot again. The crowd rises.) 

Suerirr: He beat Gilbert. 

Litre Joun: Aye, but not Jock. 

Map Marian: Second shot for Adam 
o’ the Dell—four fingers. Next. 
Gilbert o’ the Red Cap. (GILBERT 
shoots. The crowd rises.) 

Prince Joun: A bad shot. It is almost 
two hands away. 

Marp Marian: Gilbert o’ the Red Cap. 
One hand, four inches. Now shoots 
Jock o’ Teviotdale. And if he places 
his arrow closer than Adam’s, he 
wins with two victories out of three. 
(Rosin Hoop shoots. The crowd 
gasps.) 

SuerirF: He missed the target. 

LitrLE Joun: He missed it completely. 

Suerirr (Shouting): You should have 
closed the other eye, Old One-Eye. 

Prince Joun: Ho, ho, Sheriff! Perhaps 
the one-eyed archer is Robin Hood. 
(He laughs heartily.) Robin Hood in 
a disguise — of course! 

SueriFF: Robin Hood’s dog can shoot 
better than that. 

Mar Marian: A miss for Jock 0’ 
Teviotdale. Now, the last round. 
Scores so far: one first for Jock o’ 
Teviotdale and one for Adam o’ the 
Dell. If Adam takes a first, the prize 
is his. If Gilbert scores a first, it is 
a tie.. And.... 

Prince Joun: And if old Jock even 
hits the target, it’s a miracle. (Crowd 
laughs.) 

Map Marian: And if Jock o’ Teviot- 
dale scores the first, he wins the 
Golden Arrow. Adam starts off. 


SHERIFF: Shoot steady, Adam. (ADAM 
rises and shoots. The crowd rises.) 
It’s a good shot. Only a hand away. 
Adam could win the Golden Arrow. 

Mai Marian: Adam’s arrow is one 
hand away. Now Gilbert o’ the Red 
Cap shoots. (GILBERT shoots, and 
crowd roars.) 

Prince Joun: A direct hit! Gilbert 
wins the arrow. (7'o GiLBERT) Good 
shooting, Gilbert. You have won 
many a wager for me today. (To 
Friar Tuck) I’ll have my winnings, 
Friar Tuck. 

Friar Tuck: You have not yet won, 
Prince John. 

Prince Joun: He hit the center, a 
direct hit. It counts double and 
gives him two points to the others’ 
ones. Certainly I have won. 

Friar Tuck: Not yet, Prince John. 
Jock still has one arrow left to shoot. 

PrincE JoHN: Good heavens, he can’t 
win unless he can split Gilbert’s 
arrow down the center. 

SuerirF: Which would be a neat trick 
for a man with a dozen eyes and im- 
possible for a man with one. 

Friar Tuck: And yet he’s to have his 
chance, is he not? 

Prince JouN: All right, get it over 
with. 

QUEEN ELINor: Patience, son. The 
people hate to think their ruler is a 
poor sport. 

PrincE Joun: The people hate me any- 
way, and I hate them. We did not 
give this match for their amusement, 
but only to trap Robin Hood. 

SuerirF: Who was too much of a 
coward to come. 

Map Marian: And now for the last 
shot of the contest: Jock o’ Teviot- 





dale. (Rosin Hoop raises his bow 
quickly and shoots. Crowd shouts.) 

QUEEN Exrnor: Good heavens, he did 
it. He split Gilbert’s arrow. 

SuerirF: The one-eyed beggar has 
won! 

Prince Joun: It isn’t fair. There must 
be a run-off. It was just luck. 

GILBERT: My lord, I never shot better 
in my life. Twenty years have I shot 
shaft, and never have I shot a finer 
arrow. But this fellow, Jock o’ 
Teviotdale, could give me lessons for 
a thousand years, and I could never 
match his skill. No, my Lord, it is 
not luck. He is the winner, and I 
will shoot no more today. 

PrIncE JoHN: You'll do as you’re told! 

QuEEN Einor (Quietly, to PRINCE 
JouN): Be careful, my son. If you 
arouse the sense of fair play in your 
countrymen, you may have a revolu- 
tion on your hands. 


Prince Joun (T7'o her): You may be 


right, Mother. (7'o others) I quite 
- agree with Gilbert o’ the Red Cap. 
We have seen a great victory here 
today, and anyway I win from the 
Sheriff. Gilbert beat his man, and I 
win from Maid Marian, too. 
SHeriFF (Taking a golden arrow and 
carrying it to Rosin Hoop): And we 
have today found a man who can 
out-shoot Robin Hood. (Gives arrow 
to Rosin Hoop) What’s more, Jock, 
today I offer you a place in my serv- 
ice. I will clothe you better than you 
have ever dressed, and you shall eat 
and driuk the best. Every Christ- 
mas, you shall get fourscore silver 
pennies for your pay. I do declare 
you a better archer than the same 
coward, Robin Hood, who did not 
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dare to show his face here today. 
Well, good fellow, will you join my 
service? 

Rosin Hoop: No, that I will not. I will 
be my own master, and no man in 
merry England shall send me on an 
errand. 

SuerirF: Then get out of here, and 
may the devil take you. I have a 
good mind to have you beaten for 
your insolence. (He turns and walks 
back to Prince JouN. Rosin Hoop, 
Friar Tuck, Litrte JoHn and 
ALLAN-A-DALE exit upstage right.) 

Princke Joun: And you, Marian. Don’t 
forget to pay your wager. Robin 
Hood was not here today. 

Mar Martian (Laughing): Do you 
know, Prince John, that the big fel- 
low to whom you lost your bet was 
Little John? 

Prince JoHn: What! That villain 
Robin Hood’s right-hand man! 
Where is he? Where is he? 

QuEEN Exinor: You might as well be 
calm, son. He’s disappeared; he left 
with Friar Tuck. 

Prince Joun: Aye, that Tuck! If he 
weren’t a friar, I’d have him frying 
in hisown fat. @ 

SHerirr (Juniping up and down in 
anger): Now I know who that singer 
was. He was no Lincoln Green, but 
he wears it! It was Allan-a-Dale, 
Robin Hood’s minstrel. 

Marp Marian: Jock said he didn’t like 
his name and could change it quickly. 

SuertirFF: I’d like to get my hands on 
his throat. 

Queen Elinor: You won’t today, 
Sheriff. I saw him leave with the 
others. 

Prince Joun: I suppose we should be 





grateful, Sheriff, Robin Hood didn’t 
come, or with your usual stupidity, 
you’d have lent him your purse. 
Fools! I’m surrounded by nothing 
but fools. 

SHERIFF: Robin Hood’s a coward, 
Prince John. I’ve made mistakes, 
but Robin Hood will never fool me. 
I’d have caught him today if he 
hadn’t been a coward. (A horn blows 
off. Everyone jumps up.) 

First CourtTIER: What’s that? 

Seconp CourtiEr: It’s Robin Hood’s 
horn. He’s here somewhere. 

Tuirp CourtTIER: What fell in that 
bush? (He reaches behind a bush, and 
holds up a golden arrow.) 

Prince Joun (Turning upstage): Look. 
An arrow! 

SuerirF: The Golden Arrow. The 
prize I gave to Jock o’ Teviotdale. 

First Lapy: Who shot it? 

Seconp Lapy: Look! It carries a mes- 
sage. 

SueriFr (Taking arrow and message): 
I’ll read it. 

Prince Joun (Taking it): I’ll read it. 
(Reading) ‘“To the Sheriff of Notting- 
ham: Good Sheriff, sweet Sheriff, do 
you consider @ honest to pass out 
bronzed wood for a golden arrow?” 
(ToSueEriFF) You rogue, you cheated 
on the prize. (Continues reading) “I 
was sure you meant well, so I took 
your purse from your belt to pay for 
an arrow of gold. I was sure you’d 
want me to have it.” 


SuertFF (Holding belt): My purse! My 
purse! It is gone! 

Prince Joun: But there’s worse to 
come. Listen: ‘But there’s one 
thing you should know. Your plan 
to trap Robin Hood, your old foe, 
worked well, for he was the one who 
won the prize today.” 

SuHEriFF: That one-eyed beggar was 
Robin Hood in disguise! He tricked 
me, he tricked me! 

Mar Marian: And you, Prince John, 
lost the wager to me. It was Robin 
Hood who won today. 

Crowp (Laughs and starts to sing): 
“Come listen to me, you gallants so 
free! And I will tell you of a bold 
outlaw... .” 

Prince JOHN: Quiet, all of you. 

Crown (Singing louder) : “Robin Hood. 
Robin Hood, that beat the Sheriff in 
Nottingham Town.” 

PrIncE JoHN (Grabbing SHERIFF’s ear 
and leading him off toward tent): It’s 
all your fault, you fool. 

SuerirF: But, Your Highness! How 
was I to know? He tricked me. 
(PRINCE JOHN and SHERIFF exit into 
tent.) 

Crown (Singing) : “Robin Hood. Robin 
Hood, that beat the Sheriff in Not- 
tingham Town.” (Curtain) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 36) 





The Pumpkin Giant 


by Mary E. Wilkins 
Adapted by Adele Thane 


Characters Papa Popover: It’s because she wor- 

Prrer Popover ries so much about you, Peter. If 

Papa Popover only the Giant weren’t so fond of fat 

Mama Popover little boys! (He gives the stool a final 

GosB.Lepy Guy, the Pumpkin Giant pound with his hammer.) There, 

BUTTERFLY that’s done. 

Princess DuMPLING Peter (Trying out the stool): They say 

6 KNIGHTS King Puffy has the Giant’s Shakes 

Kine Purry worse than Mama. Why, he had to 

Time: B.P.P. (Before Pumpkin Pie) have his throne propped up with 

SetrtinG: The back yard of the Popover railroad ties, for fear it would topple 
cottage. The rear of the cottage can be over when he had one of his shaking 
seen at left. Across the back runs a spells. 
stone wall with a gate at the center. At Papa Popover: The King has good 
right, there is a potato patch and a sign reason to shake. His only daughter, 
which reads: “Potatoes For Sale.” Princess Dumpling, is probably the 
Under the sign isa rustic bench holding fattest princess in the whole kingdom. 
sacks of potatoes. Perer: Fatter than I am? 

At Rise: Peter Popover is digging Papa Popover: Well, no, maybe not 
potatoes and putting them in a burlap fatter, but she’s certainly your equal. 
bag. Papa Popover is repairing a Mama Popover (Enters from the cot- 
wooden stool near the cottage. tage with a bowl): It’s time to peel the 

PETER (Resting on his spade as he looks potatoes for dinner. Is my stool 
over at his father): How is it coming, fixed yet? v 
Papa? Prerer (Hopping up and patting the 

Papa Popover: I’ve nearly finished seat): All fixed and ready for you, 
mending it, Peter. Another nail or Mama. 
two, and it will be safe for Mama to Mama Popover (Sitting): Peter, how 
sit on again. many potatoes can you eat for 

Peter: Until the next time Mama gets dinner? 
the Giant’s Shakes. Prrer: Oh, seven or eight — if they’re 

Papa Popover (With a sigh): Yes, I extra large ones. 
know, son. Mama Popover (Giving him the bowl): 

Pretrer (Laying down his spade and Well, bring me a dozen of the largest 
crossing to his father): Poor Mama! you can find. That should be enough 
Just the mere thought of the Pump- for all of us. 
kin Giant gives her the Shakes. Prerer: Sure, Mama. (He goes to the 
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potato patch and fills the bowl with _ 


enormous potatoes.) 

Mama Popover (70 Papa PoPpover): 
Did you sell any potatoes today? 

Papa Popover (With a doleful shake of 
his head): Not a single one. 

Mama Popover: That makes twenty- 
three days in a row you haven’t had 
asale. If this keeps up, we’ll have to 
go to the poorhouse. 

Papa Popover: It’s because we live so 
close to the Pumpkin Giant. People 
are afraid to come here. 

Mama Popover (Beginning to tremble) : 
Oh, please don’t mention — him! 
Papa Popover (Trying to calm her): 
There, there, my love, I didn’t mean 

to. 

Peter (Comes over with the bowl of 
potatoes): Here you are, Mama — 
twelve beauties, the best of the crop. 
(His mother is trembling so violently, 
she can hardly hang on to the boul. 
PETER whispers to his father behind 
her back.) 

Prerer: What happened, Papa? What 
brought on the Giant’s Shakes? 

Papa Popover: It was all my fault. 

Peter: Do you think the stool will 
hold up? 

Para Popover: Yes, if she doesn’t 
grow any worse. 

PETER: Mama, you mustn’t think of — 
him. 

Mama Popover: I can’t help it. I can 
still see the way he looked that day 
when he peeked over the wall at me. 
(She indicates the wall.) You should 
see his head! It’s all yellow, and 
monstrous and shiny, and his round 
eyes glow like coals of fire. Oh, yes, 
they do! You’d swear his head was 
lighted inside with candles. And his 


mouth, oh, his mouth! It stretches 
halfway around his head, and his 
teeth are pointed. 


Prerer (Anziously): Don’t talk about 
it, Mama. You'll shake yourself 
right out of your skin. Please stop. 


Mama Popover: I can’t stop! I wish 
I could. Oh, what’s to become of me? 
(She begins to wail.) 

Peter (Suddenly holding up his hand for 
silence): Shhh! Listen! (Mama 
stops shaking for a moment to listen.) 


Pumpkin Giant (At the rear of the 
auditorium, singing to the tune of 
“The Fly anc the Bumblebee’) : 

Hobbledy-low, hobbledy-high, 

I am the Giant, Gobbledy Guy! 

My teeth are sharp, my mouth is 
wide, 

There’s room for many fat boys inside. 

Hobbledy-low, hobbledy-high, 

I am the Giant, Gobbledy Guy. 


(He starts up the aisle towards stage.) 


Mama Popover (Pointing out front): 
He’s coming! He’s out hunting fat 


boys again! Hide, Peter, hide! 
(PETER and Papa help her to her feet 
and half carry her into the cottage. 
They shut and bolt the door, as the 
GIANT starts up the aisle.) 

GIANT: 

Hobbledy-low, hobbledy-high, 

I am the Giant, Gobbledy Guy! 

I have three castles for my homes, 

Around each one a moat of bones. 

Hobbledy-low, hobbledy-high, 

I am the Giant, Gobbledy Guy! 
(He reaches the stage and crosses to 
center. Seeing the potatoes, he picks 
one up and tastes it.) Pah! No taste! 
(He throws away the potato and turns 
to leave by way of the gate.) 





Hobbledy-low, hobbledy-high, 

I am the Giant, Gobbledy Guy! 

(He exits above the wall, repeating the 
chorus until he is out of hearing. When 
his voice has died away, the door of the 
cottage opens and PETER looks out. 
At this moment, a BUTTERFLY dances 
up the village road through the audi- 
ence towards stage. She is pursued by 
Princess DumPLING with a butterfly 
net. A dance-pantomime follows in 
which Princess DumPLING chases the 
ButTERFLY about the stage and tries to 
snare her in the net. Finally, she suc- 
ceeds. Peter, who has been watching 
from the door, runs to the PRINCESS 
DvuMPLING, protesting.) 

Prerer: Oh, please don’t hurt the 
butterfly. Let it go! (Impulsively, 
he snatches the net off the BUTTERFLY, 
and she flutters away through the gate 
and off left.) 

Princess Dumpiine (Crossly): Now 
see what you’ve done! I wanted to 
take it home with me — I wasn’t 
going to hurt it. 

Peter (A pologizing): I’m sorry. 

Princess DumptincG: This is the first 
fun I’ve had in months, and now 
you’ve spoiled it all. 

Peter: Do you call that fun — to chase 
a butterfly? 

Princess DumpLinG: Well, wouldn’t 
you, if you were never allowed to run 
after anything? 

Peter: Why aren’t you? 

Princess DumpPLinG: Because I am the 
Princess Dumpling, King Puffy’s 
only daughter, and ever since Father 
got the Giant’s Shakes, he won’t let 
me go anywhere without a body- 
guard of six knights. 

Perer: But His Majesty is only trying 


to protect you. You’re too fa — er — 
plump to go about by yourself. 

Princess Dumpiine (Offended): Just 
what do you mean by that? 

Prerer: I mean that the Pumpkin 
Giant is on a rampage again, and 
what’s worse, he’s taking vitamin 
pills to pep up his appetite. You’re 
not safe. 

Princess DuMPLING (With an arrogant 
toss of her head): Pooh! He wouldn’t 
dare to eat me! I am a princess! 
(The voice of the GIANT is heard sing- 
ing off right. Peter and PRINCESS 
DumMPLING are frightened.) 

GIANT: 

Hobbledy-low, hobbledy-high, 

I am the Giant, Gobbledy Guy! 

I like fat boys, but even more, 

A fat Princess I simply adore! 

Hobbledy-low, hobbledy-high, 

I am the Giant, Gobbledy Guy. 

Perer: There, what did I tell you? 
The Giant is coming to gobble you 
up! (The Giant peeks over the wall 
up right.) 

Princess Dumpuine (Terrified): There 
he is! Oh, what shall I do? 

Perer: Run! Run for your life — that 
way, to the village! (PRINCESS 
DuMPLING squeals and starts running 
down the aisle, as GIANT follows. She 
doesn’t make much headway, and the 
Giant almost overtakes her. She is 
forced to double back to the stage. 
Prrer is at the heels of the GIANT, 
pelting him with potatoes. NOTE: 
These should be large rubber balls 
painted to resemble potatoes. Back on 
stage, Princess DuMmPLING dodges 
this way and that to avoid being 
caught. Finally she makes her escape 
through the gate and off upright, behind 





the wall, with the GIANT in hot pursuit. 
As he disappears, PETER throws an 
immense potato after him. There is a 
loud crack and a yell of pain from the 
Giant. Then Princess DuMPLING 
bounces back on stage with a shout of 
joy.) 

Princess Dumpiine: You hit him! 
Look, you’ve knocked off his head! 
(A pumpkin with a jack-o’-lantern 
face comes rolling on stage between the 
potato patch and the wall.) — 

Perer (Dragging pumpkin to center 
stage): Whew, it’s heavy! (He stands 
looking down at it. Suddenly he gives 
an exclamation of amazement.) Well, 
for heaven’s sake! 

Princess DvuMPLING: 
matter? 

Prrer: Why, it’s only a vegetable! 

Princess Dumpiinc: What kind of 
vegetable? 

Peter: I don’t know. I’ve never seen 
anything like it before. 

Princess DumpiinG: Maybe it’s a 
pumpkin, and that’s why the Giant 
was called the Pumpkin Giant. 

Peter: Of course! Weren’t we silly to 
be afraid of a pumpkin! 

Princess Dump.ine: Well, just the 
same, Father will make you a knight. 

Peter (Astonished): A knight? What 
for? 

Princess Dump.inG: Haven’t you seen 
the proclamation? He has promised 
to knight anyone who conquers the 
Pumpkin Giant. 

Peter: Golly! (He trots over to the cot- 
tage, opens the door and calls inside.) 
Mama! Papa! You can come out 
now. I’ve killed the Giant and I’m 
going to be made a knight. (Mama 
and Papa PoPpoverR appear in the 


What’s the 


doorway.) Come over here and take 
a look at this! (He points to the 
pumpkin, and Mama begins to shake. 

Papa Popover: Now, now, my love, 
no more of that. 

Peter: Mama, it’s only a pumpkin! 
(Mama Popover stops shaking.) 

Papa Popover: Who is this nice little 
girl? 

Prrer: This is the Princess Dumpling. 
May I present my parents, Your 
Highness? 

Princess DuMPLING (Graciously) : How 
do you do? 

Mama Popover (Flustered): Dear me, 
a princess in our back yard! (She 
curtsies, and Papa PoPpoveR bows. 
The bodyguard of six KNIGHTS 
marches up the aisle through the audt- 
ence to the foot of the stage.) 

Ist Knieut (Calling out): Your High- 
ness! We’ve been searching every- 
where for you. Thank heaven we’ve 
found you! The King would have 
our heads if anything happened to 
you. 

Princess Dumpiinc: A great deal has 
happened to me, Sir Knight. 

2np Knicut: You must return with us 
to the palace at once. The Pumpkin 
Giant is out prowling around. 

Princess DumpLinG (Calmly): Yes, he 
was here. 

lst Knicur: What! (He turns to the 
other KniGHTs and gives a command.) 
Lances ready! Forward — charge! 

Princess Dumpiine (Halting them): 
Stop! It’s all right, this boy has 
killed the Giant with a potato. He 
knocked off his head. See? (The 
Knicuts stare, goggle-eyed.) Now, 
march back to the palace and bring 





my father here immediately. He has 
to make this boy a knight. 

Ist KniGut: About face! Forward — 
march! (The KnicHTs march in 
double time down the aisle and out of 
the auditorium.) 

Perer (70 the Princess): I wonder 
what pumpkin tastes like. 

Princess Dumpitinc: Why do you 
wonder that? 

Mama Popover: Oh, Your Highness, 
ever since Peter was a baby, he has 
been putting things into his mouth 
and tasting them. I have a whole 
book of antidotes for him. (PETER 
breaks off part of a pumpkin tooth and 
pops it into his mouth. MAma Pop- 
OVER screams.) Don’t eat it, Peter! 

Pretrer: Too late, Mama, I’ve swal- 
lowed it. You’d better give me an 
antidote right away. 

Mama Popover: I haven’t any anti- 
dote for pumpkin! 

Papa Popover: What shall we do? 

Perer: It tastes very nice — much 
nicer than potatoes. I’m sure it’s not 
poison. Have some, your Highness 
— Mama — Papa — (They all hesi- 
tate, then warily sample a bit of pump- 
kin.) 

Papa Popover: It zs good! 

Mama Popover: I think it would be 
more appetizing if I cooked it. (She 
fills the empty potato bowl with pump- 
kin teeth.) Vll boil these pieces and 
mix them with eggs and sugar and 
milk and spice, then I’ll pour it all 
into a pastry shell and bake it in the 
oven. 

PETER: Oh, Mama, that sounds deli- 
cious! (MAMA Popover smiles and 
goes into the cottage.) 


Papa Popover: You just leave it to 

Mama. She’ll find a better use for 
a pumpkin than scaring folks to 
death. 
(Kine Purry and the six Knicuts 
enter at the rear of the auditorium and 
march up on stage. Kina Purry is 
out of breath.) 

Kina Purry (Embracing PRINCESS 
Dump.ine): Dumpling, my, darling! 
What a relief to know that the Giant 
is actually done for! Where’s the 
brave lad who knocked his block off? 

Prrer (Stepping forward): Here I am, 
Your Majesty. 

Kine Purry: What’s your name, my 
boy . 

Prerer: Peter Popover. 

Kine Purry: Popover, eh? Mmm! 
(He smacks his lips.) Popover and 
Dumpling — they go very well to- 
gether. Kneel down, Peter Popover. 
(PETER does so, and Kina Purry 
strikes him lightly on each shoulder 
with his sword.) Arise, Sir Peter 
Popover. (The Kine begins to sniff 
the air rapturously.) What is that 
lovely smell? 

Prerer: My mother is baking a pie, 
Your Majesty. 

Kine Purry: You don’t say! I must 

have a piece of it. Tell her to bring 
the pie to me at once! 
(Papa Popover hurries into the cot- 
tage, and Prrer calls Kine Purry’s 
attention to the pumpkin in the center 
of the stage.) 

Peter: This is it, your Majesty. It’s 
just a pumpkin, but it’s really very 
tasty. 

Princess Dump.ina: Yes, it is, Father. 

Kine Purry: You ate some of it, 
Dumpling? 





Princess Dumpiine: We all did. Kine Purry: Mrs. Popover, you must 


(Mama Popover comes out of the 
cottage, carrying a pumpkin pie on a 
tray. She presents it to Kinc Purry. 
He helps himself to a piece and takes a 
big bite.) 

Kine Purry (Beaming): I never tasted 
anything so delicious in my life! 
Help yourselves, everybody, and see 
if you don’t agree. (The pie is passed 
around.) What shall we call this 

Pop- 


wonderful pie? Giant’s pie? 
over pie? 

Princess Dump.LinG: Why not call it 
what it is — pumpkin pie? 

ALL: Yes, yes, that’s it, pumpkin pie! 
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come to the palace and bake me 
three pumpkin pies a day. Mr. Pop- 
over, you will superintend the plant- 
ing of pumpkin seeds. We'll grow 
pumpkins in all the royal gardens, 
and every worthy person in the 
kingdom shall receive a pension of 
fifty pumpkins each year. 

Aut: Hurrah for the pumpkin pie! 
(They form a circle and dance around 
the pumpkin, singing.) 

Hobbledy-low, hobbledy-high, 

He was the Giant, Gobbledy Guy! 

His head was twenty-four inches wide, 

With plenty of pumpkin for pies inside. 

Hobbledy-low, hobbledy-high, 

He was the Giant, Gobbledy Guy. 

(Curtain) 
THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 

Characters: 4 male’ 3 female; 6 knights may 
be male or female. 

Costumes: Traditional peasant clothin io for 
Mama and Papa Popover and Peter. 
an enormous pon jack-o’-lantern head. 
Princess and King wear court costumes 
armor and carry toy lances and shields. 
Butterfly wears leotard and bright-colored 

Properties: Potatoes, rubber balls painted to 
look like potatoes, burlap bag, wooden 
pumpkin, toy sword, tray and pie. 

Setting: The back yard of the Popover cottage. 
with a door downstage. Across the back 
runs a stone wall with a gate at the center. 
which reads “Potatoes for Sale.’”’ Under 
the sign is a rustic bench holding sacks of 
wall and the potato patch, there is an open 
space wide enough to allow a pumpkin to 
the village is down through the audience, a 

center or side aisle. 


Tue Pumpxin GIANT 
Playing Time: 15 minutes. 
wears an orange and black costume, with 
with crowns. Knights wear bec rca 
wings. 
stool, spade, bowl, large butterfly net, large 
The rear of the cottage can be seen at left, 
At right, there is a potato patch and a sign 
potatoes. Upstage right, between the back 
be rolled on from the wings. Phe road to 
Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Three 


Lower Grades 





The Magic Smile 


by Pearl Roam 


Characters 
WEE WILLIE, an elf 
THE Cryine Witcu 
Cures \ ei unk 
CHops wap mans 
Cuussy, a big bear 
Rossig, a rabbit 
OrHER ANIMALS 

Time: Early morning 

Serrine: A clearing in the forest. At 
one side is a cave. Upstage are three 
trees with little doors in the trunks. 
On the other side of the stage ts a fallen 
log. 

At RisE: WEE WILLIE skips in, sing- 
ing. He hops over the log and turns a 
cartwheel or two. 

WEE WILLIE (Singing to tune of “‘A- 
Hunting We Will Go’’): 

A-hunting, I will go, 

A-hunting, I will go. 

Wee Willie’s my name, 

Adventure’s my game, 

For life is fun, you know! 

(Stops and listens. Looks around) 
Do I hear someone crying? (The 
WitcH comes out of cave and sits 
weeping. WrE WILLIE approaches 
her.) 

Wee WIE: Why are you crying, 
witch? 

Wircu (sobbing loudly): You’d ery, too, 
if you looked like me! 

WEE WILLIE (Curiously): Does crying 
change your looks? 


Wircu (Sobbing louder): Nothing can 
change my looks! 

Wee Wiute: Well, why do you cry, 
then? 

Wircu (Sniffing): Nobody likes 
witches, that’s why! They like 
princesses and fairy godmothers — 
but who ever heard of a witch marry- 
ing the handsome prince? 

Wee Wiu1e: I like you. 

Wircu (Stops crying): You do? 

Wee Wie: It’s such a lovely day, I 
like everybody — even you! 

Witcu: Even me? Oh-h-h! 
loudly) 

Wee Wiuu128: I do wish you would stop 
crying. You are getting your lovely 
white hair all wet! (He picks up a 
long strand of hair and shows tt to her.) 

Wircu (Sniffing) Do you really think it 
is lovely? 

Wee Witte: I’m sure your friends 
will tell you it is very unusual. 

Wircu: Friends! (Starts to sob) I have 
no friends! 

Wer WIrtuie: But everybody has at 
least, one friend! 

Wrrcn: If I did, someone would come 
to see me. Someone would write me 
a letter. (Walks to mailbox) Look! 
(Opens it) Isn’t that the emptiest 
mailbox you have ever seen? 

Wee Wire (Thoughtfully): Do you 
ever go to see anyone? Do you ever 
write any letters? 


(Cries 





Wircu (Surprised): I never thought of 
that! 

Wee Wik (Lagerly) : Come with me. 
We'll go visiting right now, and we'll 
invite the forest people to a get-ac- 
quainted party. 

Witcu (Excitedly): A party? Who is 
giving the party? 

Wee WILLIE: You are. 

Wircu (Puzzled): I am? 

Wee Wie: Yes, but you must 
promise not to cry — not even once! 

Wrrcu (She starts combing her hair. 
Then, she powders her nose with green 
powder): I promise! I promise! 

Wee WILLIE: Come along. 

Wircu (Starts to follow him, stops 
short): Nobody will come! (Starts to 
sob) 

Wee Wi. (Sighs): Why not? 

Wircu: I’ve already tried everything. 
I’ve even used my magic power to 
find friends. (Shakes head) 

Wee WIuie (As Wircu sits down and 
buries head in hands): Didn’t the 
magic work? 

Wircu (Looking up): It was against 
the rules. Now, I don’t even have 
any magic power! 

Wee WILLte (Pulling her up): We must 
at least try. It can’t do any harm. 
We'll start with Chips and Chops, 
the chipmunk brothers. (They walk 
slowly to first tree. Were WILLIE 
knocks on trunk, while Wircu re- 
mains a short distance away, patting 
her hair, looking in mirror, and trying 
to act indifferent.) 

Cups (Popping head out of door): 
Hello, Wee Willie! (He sees Wircn 
and slams door; then he opens it a 
crack and peeks out.) Why did you 
have to bring her? 


Cuops (Appears, pushing door wider): 
Why did who have to bring whom, 
Chips? (Sees Wircn) Oh, the Crying 
Witch! (Pretends to shield face from 
her, as he draws back) 

Curps: We can’t play with you, today, 
Wee Willie. We’re very busy. 

Cuops (Nodding wisely): Yes, we’re 
very busy. 

Wee Wiute: What are you doing? 

Curps (Shrugs): Nothing. 

Cuops (Grinning): We are busy doing 
nothing. (WEE WILLIE turns away 
sadly.) Wee Willie! It’s not you! 
It’s the Crying Witch! 

Curps: Crying makes us sad! 

Wee Wire (Cheerfully): But the 
Crying Witch has promised not to 
cry one single tear if you will come 
to her party. (WitcH nods. Cups 
and Cuops look at each other, shrug, 
and follow Were Wir. WitTcH 


hurries home to prepare for the party. 
She rushes in and out of the cave, 


setting the table outside. Cures, 
Cuops, and WEE WILLIE go to 
second tree. WEE WILLIE knocks, and 
CHUBBY comes out.) 

Cuussy (Happily): Wee Willie! I’m 
so glad to see you. 

Wee Wiuuie: Thank you, Chubby. 
We came to invite you to a party. 
Cuussy (Fxcitedly): I like parties. 

Who is giving it? 

Wee Wiis: The Crying Witch. 

Cuussy: Oh! Well, I’m not home, to- 
day. Sorry! (Starts to shut the door) 

Wee Wituie: Why don’t you want to 
come? 

Cuussy: The last time she passed my 
house, she cried into my honey and 
made it all salty! If there’s any- 
thing I can’t eat — it’s salty honey! 





Wee Wiu1e: But she has promised 
not to ery — not even once! 

Cuussy (Doubtfully): Well, all right. 
(Comes out and follows others. They 
go to third tree and Wee WILLIE 
knocks. RopBieE comes out.) 

Rossie: Hello, everyone! Where are 
all of you going? 

Wee Wie: We’re going to a party. 

Rossie: A party? Where? 

Wee Wuute: At the Crying Witch’s 
house. 

Rossiz (Disappointed): Oh! Do you 
know, the last time I passed her 
house, she cried on my ears, and I 
haven’t been able to do a thing with 
them since? (He flips ears up and 
down with his paws. They won’t 
stand up.) 

Wee Wie: But the Crying Witch 
has promised not to ery — not even 
once! 

Rosse: Well, all right. (Pats ears and 
follows others. Wrrcn scurries to 
bring pillows and chairs for her 
guests. When she goes into the cave, 
CuuBBy sits on the table and it goes 
down with a crash. Wircu comes out 
crying loudly.) 

Wircu: Oh, oh! You have broken the 
table! You’ve spoiled my beautiful 
party! 

Cuuspy (Ashamed): I’m sorry. I guess 
I’d better go home! 

Rosste (Holdingears) : I’m going home, 
too. My poor ears! 

Cuips: The party is over! 
clucking noise and leaves) 

Cuops: Good-bye, Wee Willie! (Leaves) 

Wircu: Oh-h-h! (Sits down and cries) 
They’ve all gone away! Poor me! I 
have no guests for my party! 

Wee WIute: It is your own fault! 


(Makes 


Wircu (Looks up): My fault? 

Wee Wie: Yes. You broke your 
promise. You said you would not 
cry — not even once. 

Wrircu: I’m sorry. I forgot! 

Wee Witte: Have you ever tried to 
smile, instead? 

Wircu: Smile? Oh, no! My face might 
crack! Then I’d look worse than I 
do right now. 

Wee Wie: I’ve never heard of a 
face cracking from a smile. Why 
don’t you try it and see! 

Wircu (Doubtfully): I don’t know! 

Wee Wii: Maybe I can help you. 
(Excitedly) I have it! You wait right 
here. Close your eyes, and I’ll have 
a surprise for you. (WrrcH sits down 
and closes her eyes. WEE WILLIE 
goes out and returns with a bouquet of 
flowers, which he hands to Wircu. 
She is so surprised that she smiles as 
she sniffs at them.) 

Wircu: Flowers! Thank you, Wee 
Willie! 

Wee WI1ule: Do you know — you are 
smiling! (Hands her a large mirror. 
She looks in it.) 

Wircu: I really am smiling! It doesn’t 
hurt a bit! 

Wee Wire: You look much better 
now. 

Wircu: I feel better, too. I think I’ll 
go right on smiling. (She begins to 
laugh loudly. Cuties, Cuors, CHuBBY, 
RossBig, and OTHER ANIMALS pop 
out their heads to see what is happen- 
ing. They come back to her cave, and 
she serves them again. As she goes to 
pour lemonade into a glass, Cu1rs and 
Cuops start chasing each other and 
bump into her. She spills the lemon- 
ade, but does not cry. She smiles.) 





Curps: We’re sorry, Miss Witch! tune of ““Mary Had a Little Lamb.’’) 

Cuops: We didn’t mean to spill the The Crying Witch was very sad, 
lemonade! It was Chips’ fault. Very sad, very sad, 

Cups: What do you mean, it was my The Crying Witch was very sad, 
fault! (They start chattering angrily, Because she had no friends. 
but the Wircu pats each on the head 
and they calm down.) 

Wircu: It wasn’t anyone’s fault. It 
was an accident! I know you didn’t 
mean to do it. Besides, there is . 
plenty of lemonade. I’ll get some Now, we all are friends of hers, 
more. (She goes into cave and the Friends of hers, friends of hers, 
ANIMALS sit staring in amazement. Now, we all are friends of hers, 
She returns and pours lemonade.) Because she made the switch. 

Rossie: It must be magic! She no longer cries and sobs, 

Witcu: Magic? Magic? Who needs Cries and sobs, cries and sobs, 
magic? I’ve found a different kind She no longer cries and sobs, 
of magic, now — the most important For she’s the Smiling Witch. 
magic in the world! A friendly smile! : 

(They all gather around Wircu, and (Curtasn) 


Then, she learned the magic of, 
Magic of, magic of, 

Then, she learned the magic of 
A smile that has no end. 


skip around her as they sing to the THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Maeic Smite 

Characters: 6 male or female; extras as desired. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Wee Willie wears an elf’s costume. 
The Witch wears a witch’s costume. Ani- 
mals wear animal costumes, or elf costumes 
with animal masks. 

Properties: Comb, green powder, pot of honey, 
plates, food, pitcher, glasses, table, table- 
cloth, flowers, hand mirror. 

Setting: A clearing in the forest. At one side 
is a cave. Upstage are three trees with 
little doors in the trunks. On the other side 
of the stage is a fallen log. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





The King’s Holiday 


by Rowena Bennett 


Characters 
KING 
QUEEN 
WISEMAN 
PRIME MINISTER 
LorD CHAMBERLAIN 
GyYPsy 

Time: A summer day. 

Serrine: The royal palace. At the right 
is the countinghouse and at the left is 
the parlor. They are separated by 
attractive folding screens, with a gap 
in between for a door. 

At Rise: The KiNG is in his counting- 
house, counting out his money; the 
QUEEN is in the parlor, eating bread 
and honey. 

Kine (Counting aloud as he piles coins 
all over the table): One-million, nine 
hundred and ninety-nine thousand, 
nine hundred and . . . (His hand 
slips and the coins spill all over the 
floor.) 

Kina (Letting out a loud cry): Help, 
help! There goes my money. 

QUEEN (So startled she drops her slice 
of bread): And there goes my honey. 
(She wails. They rush toward each 
other and meet in the doorway.) 

KinG and QuEEN (Together): What’s 
the matter? 

Kine: I spilled my gold and I’ll have 
to count it all over again. 

QuEEN: And you made me drop my 
bread and honey. 

KinG: Buttered side down? 


QuEEN (Pouting): Honey side down! 

Kine: Oh, dear! I’m sorry. 

QurEN: It wouldn’t matter, except 
that there’s nothing else to do around 
here but eat bread and honey. 

Kina: Or count out money. (WISEMAN 
enters right.) 

WIsEMAN: Good gracious me! What a 
clutter! It’s the third time this 
week you’ve spilled things all over. 

Kine and QuEEN (Together): Is it? 

WIsEMAN: It surely is. I think you 
both need something for your nerves. 

Kina: I believe we do. 

Queen: A little medicine, perhaps, 
but not too bitter. You could give 

‘it to us in honey. 

Wiseman (Shaking his head): It isn’t 
medicine you need. It’s a holiday. 
Kine: By Jove! I believe you’re right. 

We both need a change. 

QuEEN: Yes. Sitting all day cooped up 
in a parlor isn’t any fun. 

Kine (To WIsEMAN): What would you 
suggest our doing? 

WiseMAN: Why don’t you ask your 
people? 

Kine (Shocked): What? A king ask his 
people what to do? Why! I’m sup- 
posed to tell them what to do. 

WIsEMAN (Shrugging): Whatever you 
like. But I thought you said you 
needed a change. (He exits.) 

Kine: Very well, we’ll turn the tables. 
Here come the Prime Minister and 
the Lord Chamberlain. We'll ask 





them how we should spend our holi- 
day. (Prime Minister and Lorp 
CHAMBERLAIN enter right, in a hurry.) 

Prime Minister (Bowing profusely): 
Your Majesty! We thought you 
were not up yet. 

QUEEN: We did get up very early, but 
we started the day all wrong. 

Kine: Yes, we spilled everything all 
over. (He gestures.) Our nerves are 
on edge. The Wiseman tells me we 
need a holiday. 

Prime Minister and Lorp CHAMBER- 
LAIN (Together): Of course, your 
Royal Highness, of course you need a 
holiday. 

QvuEEN: But we don’t know what to 
do or where to go. 

Kine: Any suggestions? 

Prime Minister (Bowing): If 1 may 
be so bold, Sire, why don’t you have 
a grand ball, with gay music and 
bright decorations, and a banquet to 
start the ball rolling? 

QuEEN: O yes, yes! A ball! How I 
love to dance! (She goes waltzing 
about the room.) One, two, three... 
one, two, three . . . one, two, three. 
Remember, Your Majesty, how you 
taught me to waltz when we first 
met? 

Prime Minister: You waltz as lightly 
as flying feathers. 

Lorp CHAMBERLAIN: Or whirling snow- 
flakes. 

Kine (Jn dismay): But I couldn’t do 
it now. I’m too fat. I’d be out of 
breath before the first dance was 
over. 

QvueEEN: Couldn’t you just try? 

Kine: No, no, my dear. Waltzing 
would not make a holiday for me. It 
would be harder work than counting 
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gold. As for a banquet — it would 
ruin my digestion. 

LorpD CHAMBERLAIN: But a_ ride 
through the city streets in the golden 
coach — how would that be, Your 
Majesty? You could go to call on 
your brother, the duke, and your 
aunt, the duchess, and have tea in 
the courtyard. 

Krna: Bravo! That’s a splendid idea. 
Go order the horses to be hitched and 
the coach made ready. We'll take a 
nice ride. 

Prime Minister and Lorp CHAMBER- 
LAIN (Together, bowing as they speak) : 
Yes, Your Majesty, at once. (PRIME 
MintsTER and Lorp CHAMBERLAIN 
exit in a hurry.) 

Queen: But I don’t want to go riding 
in a stuffy old carriage. (She sobs 
loudly.) 

Kine: What? Not many people have 
a golden coach to ride in. 

QuEEN: I can’t help it. I don’t want 
to go. We'll have to spend all our 
time along the way bowing to the 
people in the street. 

KinG: We could pull the coach cur- 
tains. 

QUEEN: No, no, no! We wouldn’t get 
any fresh air and sunshine then. 

Kina: Yes, we would, in the courtyard 
at my brother’s. 

QUEEN: Maybe a little, but your aunt 
would make us gloomy talking about 
her ills, and your brother would 
groan about taxes. 

Kine (Sighing): I’m afraid you are 
right. 

QuEEN: If only we could be alone to- 
gether, the way we were when we 
first met. 

Kine: When I got lost from my hunt- 





ing party and saw you by the brook- 
side? 

QurEEN: Yes. It was much more fun 
being a peasant than a queen. 

Kine: Hush! You mustn’t say that. 
No one must know you were a 
peasant. 

QUEEN (Angrily): I suppose I have to 
keep on pretending I was a princess 
from a far country when I married 
you. 

Kine (Musing and not listening): It 
was wonderful picking daisies in the 
fields and wandering together over 
the hills. Why can’t we do it today? 
Now? 

QuEEN (Sadly): How can we, with a 
coachman and footman and a half a 
dozen bodyguards watching us? 

Kine (Sighing): Oh, dear! I forgot. 
They’d insist on tagging along. Why 
can’t we be free, just for today? 
(Singing is heard off-stage.) 

QuEEN: Listen! (She runs to left and 
looks off-stage.) 

Gypsy (Off-stage, chanting to back- 
ground music) : 

Come over the hills with me, my 
King. 
Come over the hills, my Queen. 
There are wonderful things I’ll show 
to you. 
There are magical things to be 
seen. 

Kina (Spellbound): Who is it? 

QUEEN: It’s a gypsy. She’s coming in 
at the back window and she has a 
great bag over her shoulder! (She 
runs to KING in excitement.) Oh, do 
let her finish her song! 

Kine (Smiling): Of course. I never 
heard a better one. (Gypsy enters 
through window.) 
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Gypsy: You like my song? (She puts 
down her bag.) 

QueeEn: Yes, yes, do finish it! 

Gypsy (Chanting again and pretending 
to strum a guitar or lute): 

There are brooks that run over 
stones, my King, 
There’s a river that runs to the sea. 
It has something to say, for it sings 
night and day — 
Come down to the river with me. 

QUEEN (Jn great excitement): Could we 
wade in the river? 

Kine: And ride on a raft? 

Gypsy: Of course. (She continues her 
song.) 

There’s a lake with a shore and caves 
to explore 
And secrets you never could guess 
Till you wander afar and follow a star 
Into the wilderness. 

Kine: I love to explore. 

QvuEEN: I love to find out secrets. 
Gypsy: Then why do you both stay 
all shut up here in a stuffy palace? 
QUEEN (Sadly): We never can get 

away by ourselves. 

KinG (Hopelessly): A king and queen 
must have bodyguards, you know. 
Gypsy: Well, at least gypsies are free. 

QUEEN: If only we could be gypsies. 

Kine: Just for today! 

Gypsy: Why shouldn’t you be? I have 
all kinds of rags and tags in this pack. 
See? (She dumps her bag upside 
down and out fall all sorts of brightly 
colored clothes.) Dress up in these 
and I’ll show you the road to ad- 
venture. 

QUEEN (Picking things out of the pile 
and putting them on with great glee) : 
Here is a bandanna for my head, and 
great earrings for my ears. And look 





at this apron. It has all the colors of 
a patchwork quilt. 

Kine (Watching her): They are very 
becoming to you. 
Queen: And they’re so loose and com- 
fortable. (She dances about gaily.) 
Kine: I’d like to try a few rag tags, 
too. (The Kine dresses as they talk.) 

QUEEN (To Gypsy): Do you think we 
could do this once a week? 

Gypsy: I don’t see why not. 

QuEEN: It’s the most wonderful idea! 

Kine: But won’t some one find out? 

Gypsy: Not if you lock the door to the 
countinghouse and the parlor. (KING 
locks doors and hands the keys to the 
QUEEN.) 

Kine: Wonderful! 

QvueEEN: They’! think we’re in here! 

Kine: We'll leave our crowns here, so 
no one will know who we are. (KING 
and QUEEN take crowns off.) 

Gypsy: This may help, too. (She takes 


two “Do Not Disturb’’ signs from her 
pile of stuff and hangs one on either 
side of the screen.) 

Kine (Locking arms with the QUEEN 
on one side and the Gypsy on the 
other): Now we’re off for the time of 
our lives! 

KinG, QuEEN and Gypsy (To the tune 
of “I Saw Three Ships A-Sailing By): 
There were three gypsies dancing by, 

all dancing by, all dancing by. 
There were three gypsies dancing by, 
one summer’s day in the morning. 
They all looked gay and they all 
looked spry. They danced and 
sang and I’ll tell you why — 
They loved the hills and the open 
sky on a summer’s day in the 
morning. 
(They exit through the window, as the 
curtain falls.) 
THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Krna’s Houipay 

Characters: 4 male; 2 female. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Royal robes and crowns for King 
and Queen. Court costumes for Prime 
Minister and Lord Chamberlain. Wizard’s 
robe and pointed hat for Wiseman. Gypsy 
wears traditional bright gypsy skirt and 
blouse, gay jewelry, etc.; she carries a pack 
in which are gypsy clothes for King and 
Queen to put on over their other clothes. 

Properties: Stacks of coins, bread and honey, 
guitar or lute (made of cardboard and 
guilded, if desired), gypsy pack. 

Setting: The royal palace. At the right is the 
countinghouse and at the left is the parlor. 
They are separated by attractive folding 
screens, with a gap in between for a door. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





The Witch with the Golden Hair 


by Jean Brabham McKinney 


Characters 
First Witcu Sara SKINNY 
Seconp Wircn Sa.iy ScRAWNY 
Mrs. SKINNY Susie ScREECHY 
Mrs. ScrawNyY Sopuim ScREAMY 
Mrs. ScreEcHY Srx Farries 
Mrs. ScREAMY 

ScENE 1 

Time: Late in the afternoon of Hal- 
loween. 

SerrinG: The edge of the forest. A large 
gray rock stands upstage right. 

Avr Rise: First Witrcu and SEeconp 
Wircu are at center, stirring a brew in 
a large black pot over the fire. 

First Wircu: Hinky-dinky, 

Hinky-dew; 
Put more toad-frogs 
In the stew. 
Seconp Wircu: Hinky-dinky, 
Hinky-dew; 
Stir three times 
This magic brew. 

First Witcu (Tasting brew and smack- 
ing lips): The brew is beginning to 
have just the right flavor. 

Seconp Wirtcu (Tasting brew) : Perhaps 
it could cook a few more minutes. 
(They stir again while they talk.) 

First Witrcu: When are you expecting 
the other witches to gather here? 

Seconp Wircu: They should be here 
any time now. 

First Witcu: Who is coming? 

Seconp Wircu: Oh, you know the 
usual group that flies with us on 
Halloween: Mrs. Skinny, Mrs. 
Scrawny, Mrs. Screechy, and Mrs. 
Screamy, and their daughters, who 
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will try to pass their tests for flying 
with us tonight. 

First Wircu: Is Mrs. Screamy going 
to bring that foundling along for the 
Halloween frolic? 


Seconp Wircu: I suppose so. That 
child is certainly a problem — blue- 
eyed, and so pale. 

First Wrrcu: Who ever heard of a 
blue-eyed witch? We always have 
either black eyes or green eyes. 

Seconp Witcu: Mrs. Screamy is 
having a hard time with that child. 
She is not doing well at all in the 
Little Witches’ School. 

First Wircuw: And if old Granny 
Witch can’t teach a child witch 
tricks, nobody can. (Looks left) Sh! 
Here comes someone. (Mrs. SKINNY 
and Sara enter from left. They are 
both straddling broomsticks.) 


Mrs. Skinny: Hello, everybody. Hor- 
rible Halloween! 

Sara (Snickering) : Horrible Halloween. 

First Wircu: We'll do our best to 
make it horrible, won’t we? 

Seconp Wircu: There’s going to be a 
full moon tonight. Everybody will 
get a chance to see how scary we 
look. He, he, he, he. 

First Witcu (Looking left): Here 
come the others. 

Seconp Wrrcu: Yes, everybody’s on 
time. (Through the trees from stage 
left come Mrs. Scrawny, and SA.ty, 
Mrs. Screecuy and Susig, and, fol- 
lowing a little behind, Mrs. ScREAMY 
and Sopuir. Sopute is smaller than 





the other girls and holds tightly to her 
mother’s hand. She has long blonde 
hair, while all the other witches have 
black hair. They all gather in a semi- 
circle around the two old witches stir- 
ring the pot in the center of the stage.) 

Mrs. Scrawny: How delicious that 
brew smells. 

First Wircn: It’ll be ready for you in 
just a few seconds. 

Seconp Wircu: Just another stir or 
two. (They both stir a few more times.) 
Now, Sally, be a good girl and get 
those cups over there behind that 
stump. (SaLiy brings a stack of 
Halloween paper cups, and hands 
them to the Seconp Wircu. The two 


witches ladle the brew and all get cups. 

All drink eagerly except SoPHIE.) 
Mrs Screamy (Jn a screamy voice): 

Drink your nice brew, Sophie, dear. 
Sopuie: Mother, I can’t — I can’t. 


Mrs. Screamy: You must. That’s 
witches’ Halloween punch. 

SopuiE (Makes face and drinks): Oh, 
it’s awful. 

Mrs. Screamy: You must excuse little 
Sophie. She’s not feeling well. 

First Wircu: Well, everybody’s had a 
nice hot drink of brew. Are we ready 
to test the little witches to see if 
they’re prepared to go with us this 
Halloween? 

Aut Litre Wircues (Except Sophie): 
Oh, yes! Oh, yes! (They jump up 
and down and clap their hands with 
glee. All the mothers smile, except 
Mrs. ScrREAMY.) 

SreconpD Wircu: Now the first test will 
be on scary screaming. 

First Wircu: All you little girls line up 
over there to the left. Then come out 
as you are called and give a really 
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frightening scream. You may begin, 
Sara Skinny. (Sara steps to the 
center of the stage and turns in circle 
three times, giving a bloodcurdling 
shriek each time. She is followed by 
SALLY and Susie, who do equally well. 
When it is Soputn’s turn, she gives a 
weak little scream. She then takes her 
place at the back of the line.) 

Seconp Wircu (Matter-of-factly): All 
little witches have passed this test 
except Sophie Screamy. (All the 
mothers except Mrs. Screamy clap.) 
The next test for the little witches is 
to show the proper way to cast a 
spell. (Sara comes out and draws a 
circle around herself with a stick.) 

Sara: Draw a circle, 

Draw it thrice. 

Hot is sun 

And cold is ice. 

Abracadabra 

Abracadee 

Now we shall see 

What we shall see. 

(She passes stick to next little witch. 
All little witches repeat action and 
words, except Sopu1n who makes 
circle with stick but can’t remember 
verse.) 

Sopuie: Draw a circle 
Draw it thrice — (She thinks, then 
bursts out weeping and runs to her 
place at the back of the line. There is 
an embarrassing pause. Mrs. 
ScrEAMY wrings her hands.) 

Seconp Wircu: Now the last test will 
be riding your broomsticks in the 
correct fashion while meowing. (All 
the little witches come out on their 
broomsticks and ride around in a 
circle. All the time they are giving 
loud “me-ows.”” Sopute drops her 





broomstick as she rides and gives a 
most pitiful meow. Second WitcH 
speaks to Sopute.) Try to meow 
again. 

Sopute (Tearfully): I can’t. I don’t 
like cats. 

First Wircu: I’ve lived a long time, 
but I’ve never heard of a witch who 
didn’t like cats. (Sopute takes her 
place at the back of the line.) 

Seconp Wrrcu: I think we agree that 
all the little witches except Sophie 
are ready to go for their first 
Halloween frolic. 

First Wircu (Kindly): Maybe in an- 
other year she will be ready, too. 
Don’t feel too badly, Mrs. Screamy. 

Srconp Wircu: The dusk is gathering. 
Soon the bats will be flying and the 
owls hooting. 

Mrs. Scrawny: Such lovely music. 

SeconD Wircu: We’ve a long journey 
ahead, so we’d better get started 
right away. (Pointing to the First 
Wircu) You go first, and I will 
follow. The mothers with the little 
witches will then follow us. (The 
little witches join their mothers. 
SopHIE sits on a tree stump. Her 
mother comes over and puts her arm 
around her for a moment, then lines 
up with the rest. The First Wircu 
climbs on rock and stands astride her 
broom as the curtain falls.) 

* * * 
ScENE 2 

Time: A few hours later. 

Sertine: Same as Scene 1. The caul- 
dron and fire have been removed. 

At Rise: Sopuie is asleep by a tree 
trunk downstage left. Three fairies 
enter. At first they do not notice 
SopHiE. 


First Farry: This will make a lovely 
spot for a fairy ring. 

Seconp Farry: We can dance here till 
it is time for our journey. 

Turrp Farry: I’ll go to call the others. 
(She exits.) 

First Farry (Discovering Sopuix sleep- 
ing): Come look at this! 

Seconp Farry: What is it? 

Frrst Farry: It looks like a witch 
child. 

Seconp Farry: I wonder why she is not 
out with the other witches. (SopHrE 
stirs and looks up, startled.) 

Sopare: Oh! Who — who are you? 

Farrres: We’re fairies. 

Soputn (Standing up timidly): I’m 
Sophie Screamy. My mother is Mrs. 
Screamy. She found me alone in the 
forest when I was a baby, so she took 
me home and brought me up as her 
own. But she hasn’t been very 
proud of me. 

First Farry: Why, Sophie? 

Sopute: I didn’t do at all well at the 
Little Witches’ School. Even old 
Granny Witch couldn’t teach me 
witch tricks. And she’s a very good 
teacher. 

First Farry: (Curiously): Why do you 
have golden hair? 

SeconD Farry: I thought witches had 
stringy black hair. 


Sopnte: Yes, Granny Witch said I was . 


the only little witch at school who 
didn’t have nice stringy black hair. 

First Farry (Looking closely at 
Sopute): You have pretty eyes. 

Sopute: Oh, dear, that’s another thing 
that worried my mother. Witches 
have black eyes or green eyes — 
not blue eyes. 

Srconp Farry: We have blue eyes. 
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First Farry: All fairies have bright 
blue eyes. 

Sopuie (Looking): Oh, yes! And your 
eves are so pretty. (Again tearfully) 
Tonight I was a complete disgrace. 
All the witch children except me 
passed their tests for Halloween. 

First Farry: What sort of tests? 

Soputie: The test for scary screaming. 
I couldn’t scare anyone with my 
screaming. 

Farries (Tittering): Neither could we. 

First Farry: Let’s try. (Both give 
such weak little screams that all three 
laugh.) 

Sopute: I couldn’t even remember how 
to cast a spell. And I failed the 
broom-riding test. And I can’t 
meow like a cat. I hate cats. 

Farries: So do we. All fairies hate cats. 

First Farry: You know, Sophie, 
you're a good deal like a fairy. You 
certainly look like us. 

SopHie (Amazed): I do? But you’re 
beautiful! 

Seconp Farry: We could tell more 
about you if you weren’t wearing 
that long black cape. 

SopHiE: (Upset): Oh, but I must wear 
it all the time. I must! 

First Farry: But why, Sophie? 

Sopuiz: I have humps on my back. 

Farrres (Looking at each other): 
Humps! 

Seconp Farry (L£xcitedly): Please, 
Sophie, let us see. (SopHiE reluc- 
tantly removes her cape and stands in 
fairy costume with very small wings 
protruding from her back.) 

First Farry: Sophie, dear. You're a 
fairy like us. 

SreconD Farry: Sophie, those humps are 
little wings. 


Sopuie (Radiant): I’m a fairy — like 
you! 

Frrest Farry: Yes, you are. No won- 
der you weren’t able to pass the 
witches’ tests. You’re not a witch. 

SreconpD Farry: You’ll have your Hal- 
loween frolic with us tonight. We’ll 
dance here in the fairy ring until 
dawn and then we’ll fly off to undo 
the witches’ Halloween tricks. 

First Farry: That’s what fairies al- 
ways do on Halloween. 

Sopute: Do you really mean I'll be 
able to fly with you? 

Seconp Farry: Of course! We'll 
sprinkle a little fairy dust on those 
wings and they’ll grow big and 
strong. (The Turrp Farry enters 
with three other FarrrEs). 

First Farry (Calls to them): Look! 
We’ve found a new little fairy! 

Seconp Farry: She thought she was a 
witch’s child. (The Farrres surround 
SopHin, touching her and patting 
her.) 

Turrp Farry: Isn’t she pretty? 

Fourtu Farry: She’s so young and 
small. 

Firrx Farry: She’s the most beautiful 
fairy of us all. 

Sixty Farry: Welcome to our fairy 
band. (They all clasp hands and 
dance around Sopuie in the fairy 
ring, chanting.) 

ALL FaIrigEs: 

We are a band of fairies; 
This is a fairy ring. 
Here in the moonlit forest, 
We like to dance and sing. 
(The Fatrtes do a dance before the 
curtain falls.) 
THE END 
(Production Notes on page 86) 





Part Four 


Science Fiction Melodrama 





The Saga of Davey Rocket 


by Ruthe Massion Tausheck 


Characters 

Cosma DimpLewart, the heroine 

Atom DrmpLewart, her father 

Rapia DimpLEewaart, her mother 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER DIMPLEWART, 

a uranium prospector 

Davey Rocket, the hero 

Scorpio, the villain 

ROBERT THE Rosor 

Time: An evening in 1990. 

Serrinc: The dining room of the 
Dimplewart home, Planet Earth. In 
the center is a table with four chairs 
around it. Upstage center is a cup- 
board lined with small bottles. On one 
side is an intercom speaker and on the 
other side is the space-a-phone, which 
looks like a television set, with a large 
picture into which a person can step. 
It has modernistic knobs, dials, etc. 

BerorE Rise: RoBerRT THE Ropor 
appears from behind the curtain, 
carrying cue cards, which he puts on 
an easel at one side of the apron of the 
stage. The top card reads “Cue 
Cards.”’ 

Rosert (Mechanically): Greetings to 
you in the audience. Welcome to our 
gay nineties melodrama. The melo- 
dramas of old had a prompter to cue 
the audience. Since our melodrama 


takes place in the nineteen-nineties, 


the old-time prompter has become 
mechanized. Tonight you will get 


your cues from me, Robert the 
Robot. (He holds up “applause’’ cue 
card and bows.) Let the curtain open! 

Ar Rise: Rapia DimpLewarrt takes 
four pills from each of four bottles on 
the shelf. In front of each chair at the 
table she places four pills. 

Rosert: As you can see, it is dinner 
time at the home of the Dimplewart 
family. Radia Dimplewart is hard 
at work preparing dinner. (He holds 
up cue card, “‘Tonight’s Menu. One 
Ground Meat Pill. One Mashed 
Potato Pill. Two Egg Pills.” 

Rapa (Calling into intercom): Atom! 
Dinner is on the table. Our daughter, 
Cosma, will be home from work any 
minute. You’d better clean up for 
dinner. 

AToM (Voice off-stage, as over intercom) : 
I just finished feeding Robert his 
nightly quart of oil. I’ll be right in. 

Rapia (Into intercom): Bring Great- 
grandfather Dimplewart with you. 
He’s probably out on the patio tend- 
ing that potted meteorite plant that 
cousin Abel Baker sent him from 
Saturn last summer. (She arranges 
pills on table and looks impatiently 
toward left.) Where is everyone to- 
night? 

Atom (Enters and sits at table): What 
are you looking so worried about, 
Radia? I’m here. 





Rapa: I slave around this place all 
day, wearing my fingernails down 
pushing buttons. The rest of you 
could at least get to the table on 
time. Where is Great-grandfather 
Dimplewart? 

Atom: He’ll be right in. He’s out on 
the patio trying to fix old Betsy, his 
Geiger counter. He hasn’t been the 
same since old Betsy has been having 
those wild spells. 

Rapta: He’s been prospecting this 
place since the uranium rush of 1961. 
It’s silly of him to think he would 
find anything after all these years. 

Atom: I know, but it keeps him happy. 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER (Enters carrying 
Geiger counter): Evening, folks. 


Where’s Cosma? 

Rapa (Wringing hands): She’s always 
home from her job at the inter- 
planetary phone exchange by this 


time. I can’t understand what’s 
keeping her. I’m really worried. 
(Cosma flings open door, rushes in, 
closes the door and leans against it. 
Rospert holds up cue card, “The 
Heroine. Whistles and Applause.’’) 
Cosma: Woe is me! Woe is me! 
Rapra: What is the trouble, Cosma? 
You look as pale as the Milky Way. 
Cosma: Mother dear, I am so truly 
frightened. When I got off the 
atomic bus, that horrible Mr. Scorpio 
was awaiting me. He followed me as 
far as the suburban monorail. I ran 
all the way home from there, trying 
to escape him. (There is a loud 
pounding at the front door.) 
Atom (Booming voice): Who is it? 
Scorpio (Off-stage): It is I, Scorpio! 
(Ropertholds up sign, “The Villain.” 
He puts sign down.) 


Atom: Enter if you dare. (Scorpio 
jlings open door and enters. He 
strikes a _ villainous pose, while 
Rosert holds up cue card, ‘‘Boo.’’) 

Scorpio: Aha! There you are, my 
lively little golden star. Did you 
really think you could escape me? 
Not Scorpio, owner of the largest 
used helicopter business in town. 
(Laughs) 

Cosma: How dare you force your way 
into my home? 

Scorpio (With false sweetness): My 
dear Miss Dimplewart, you do me 
an injustice. Do you think I would 
be so crude as to enter another’s 
home? (Villainously) This is no 
longer your home; it now belongs to 
me! (ScorPio produces an aged 
document and holds it for all to see.) 

Atom: You know full well this house 
is all paid for. In the days when I 
was gainfully employed as a dish- 
washer repair man, I made good 
money. 

Scorpio: Aha, but the Dimplewart 
clan has only been leasing the lot 
that this house is sitting on. 

GREAT-GRANDFATi!&R: That’s mighty 
true, but we are supposed to have 
ninety-nine years in which to pur- 
chase this lot. 

Scorpio: According to this document, 
today is the last day. (Sneers) Do 
you have the money? 

Atom: You know full well we don’t 
have the money. You just admitted 
that this house is all paid up. It is 
legally ours. How dare you say it 
belongs to you? 

Scorpio: The fine print. You didn’t 
read the fine print. (GREAT-GRAND- 
FATHER snatches the document from 





Scorpio, then pulls spectacles from 
his pocket and places them on the end 
of his nose. He scans paper and 
shrugs.) 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER: Here, Radia, 
you read it. (Rapa puts lorgnette 
to her eyes, brings paper close to her 
face, then holds it farther away.) 

Rapti: I do see several little dots. 
That must be the fine print. (Cosma 
takes a long telescope from top of 
cupboard and looks at paper.) 

Cosma: It says: “The Dimplewart 
family has the right to lease the lot 
for ninety-nine years. During that 
time no one else has any rights to 
the lot. At the end of the 99th year, 
the lessees must either purchase the 
lot or give up any and all rights to it. 
If the lessees have not done so by 
the stroke of ‘nine o’clock on the 
final day, then any and all dwellings 
or possessions located upon the lot 
shall become the property of the 
holder of this document. Deadline, 
November 18, 1990.’ Then this is 
the last day! 

Scorpio: Just as I said. You know 
how hard land is to find on the 
planet Earth. I will have this house 
blown to atomic dust, and I will use 
the lot to expand my helicopter 
business. 

Cosma (On knees pleading): Please, 
Scorpio, take pity. Have mercy. 
Isn’t there anything that will pre- 
vent you from sending us poor 
Dimplewarts homeless into the 
crowded universe? 

Scorpio (Twirling his mustache): 
There is only one thing that I want 
more than land. That, my dear, is 
you. Come with me and be mine, 
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and I will tear up the lease rental. 

Cosma: No! No! A thousand times no! 
I’d rather die than say yes. 

Arom: Never fear, daughter. (To 
Scorpio) This document says the 
deadline is nine o’clock. So leave 
and don’t darken my door until nine 
o’clock. 

Scorpio: Curses! I go, but I will return. 
Soon! (He takes document and exits. 
Rosert holds up cue card, “Hiss and 
Boo.’’) 

Cosma (Weeping): What will we do? 
What ever in the universe will we do? 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER: In my day there 
was always a brave young hero to 
save a lady in distress. 

Cosma (Dabbing tear from cheek): 
That is the solution! There is only 
one person who could save us. My 
own true hero, Davey Rocket. 

Rapti: True. He is the one to save us. 
But this week he is stationed on 
Satellite National Park. 

Atom: Everyone knows that the satel- 
lite only spins over our town once 
every two hours. 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER: Great Jupiter! 
We need him right now. We can’t 
do anything without a hero. 

Cosma: We can’t give up hope. I’m 
going to call Satellite National Park 
on the space-a-phone and find out if 
he can get here in time to save us. 
(CosMA goes to the space-a-phone. 
She sits down, turns knobs and dials, 
and speaks into microphone.) This 
is (insert name of town and state in 
which play is produced), Planet 
Earth. I would like to put in a call to 
Davey Rocket, Satellite National 
Park. (Davey Rocker appears in 
the picture of the space-a-phone.) 





Davey Rocket: Hello. Davey Rocket 
speaking. (RoBErt holds up cue card, 
“Hooray, Cheers, and Applause.’’) 

Cosma: Davey, my hero! Save us from 
the clutches of Scorpio. If-we don’t 
pay him the money for our lot by 
nine o’clock tonight, he will burn 
our house and turn us out homeless. 

Davey Rocket: The villain! Never 
fear, my own true love. I, Davey 
Rocket, shall rocket to earth and 
save you. 

Cosma: He will be here in half an hour. 
Can you get here by then? 

Davey Rocker: It is humanly im- 
possible! But then J am Davey 
Rocket. For you, my fair earthling, 
I will try anything. Pray that the 
winds are not against me. Take 
hope, my sweet. love. (UVaAvEY 
Rocket disappears from view.) 

Rapti: Will he be here in time to save 
us? 

Cosma: It will depend on the prevailing 
winds over (insert name of town). 

Rapti: The winds over (insert name of 
town)? He’ll never make it! 

Atom: There is only one thing left to 
do. We must scrape together enough 
money to pay Scorpio. How much 
do we owe him, anyway? (Cosma, 
Rapia, and GREAT-GRANDFATHER 
indicate they don’t know by shaking 
their heads or shrugging.) 

Rosert (Holds up cue card, “$1,350"’): 
The price of the lot is $1,350. 

Atom: If we earth people still used 
dishes, I’d still be working as a dish- 
washer repair man. Then we wouldn’t 
be in this financial mess. 

Rapia: Take Halley’s comet by the 
tail, Atom, and quit blaming your- 
self. In the thirty years you were 


fixing washers you earned enough to 
pay for this house, didn’t you? 

Atom: I’d still be earning money, if it 
hadn’t been for the invention of 
capsule meals. It was a sad day for 
me when the government catapulted 
all our dishes into outer space. 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER: I wonder if the 
people on Mars ever solved the 
mystery of all those flying saucers. 

Cosma (Takes envelope from pocket): 
Here is my very first pay envelope 
from my new job at the interplane- 
tary space-a-phone exchange. (Puts 
each item on table) A coupon for two 
free calls to Venus, a token for the 
jet express to the moon, and six 
dollars. 

Rapia: That’s a beginning. All we 
need now is one thousand three 
hundred and forty-four dollars. What 
about you, Gramps? I know you’ve 
been collecting dimes in that old 
sock of yours for three decades. 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER: You wouldn’t 
want me to give up my savings, 
would you? You know how I’ve had 
my heart set on anew Geiger counter. 

Atom: You’d better give your money 
to the cause, for the good of all of us. 
Besides, you still have old Betsy. 
(Atom points to Geiger counter.) 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER: I know, but 
Betsy’s broken. Every time I try 
to take a snooze out on the patio, 
she gets to ticking so loud I can’t 
get any sleep. 

Rapti: You aren’t even going to have a 
patio to try to sleep on if we don’t 
collect enough money. 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER: Well, if you put 
it that way. (Reluctantly he takes an 
old stocking from his pocket. He 





counts out coins.) There! It still 
doesn’t do any good. I’m going out 
to have one last look at the old 
patio. (Picks up Geiger counter) 
Come on, Betsy. 

Rap1a: You’d better grab some dinner 
first. (GREAT-GRANDFATHER picks 
up four pills and pops them into his 
mouth. He starts to exit, then goes to 
the cupboard and takes a pill from one 
of the bottles.) 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER: You forgot my 
bicarbonate pill! (He ezits.) 

Atom: That leaves you, Radia. Do 
you have any money? (RapIA 
shakes her head.) I wish I had only 
part of what I put into Robert. 
(Rosert walks to table and deposits 
three bolts, two screws and a nut. He 
goes back to cue station.) That makes 
$56, three bolts, two screws and a 
nut. It just isn’t enough. I guess 
I’d better go pack my tool kit. 


(Ravia scoops eight pills from table. 
She hands four to Atom.) 


Rapia: Here’s your dinner. 


You'll 
need it. We all will. (Rapia and 
ATOM pop pills into their mouths.) 
I might as well start packing my 
fingernail polish. Cosma, you sit 
down and eat while you are waiting 
for Davey. (Rapta and Atom exit. 
Cosma sits at the table and picks up 
a pill.) 

Cosma: I let them down, didn’t I, 
Robert. All I had to do was say I 
would go with Scorpio, and all of 
their troubles would have been 
solved. (Scorpio peeks through the 
curtains. Rosert holds up cue card, 
“The Villain Approaches.” ScorP1o 
enters through curtains. RoBERT 
holds up cue card, ‘Here He Is.’’) 


Scorpio: Aha, my fair damsel! At 
last you are alone. (RoBeErt holds 
up cue card, “Boo.”’) 

Cosma: How dare you enter and force 
your attentions on me? 

Scorpio: Come away with me to my 
space satellite, and you will save 
your family. 

Cosma: You must be mad, mad, mad 
to think I would go anywhere with 
you. And to the hog farm satellite 
where you live! Ugh! 

Scorpio: (Looks at wrist watch). In 
five minutes it will be nine o’clock. 
You had better change your mind. 

Cosma: (Paces floor). What will I do? 
What will Ido? (She goes to window.) 
Look at poor Gramps out there. 
Prospecting with old Betsy, right 
up to the last. 

Scorpio: Time does not stand still, 
my dear Cosma. Make your de- 
cision. Let me remind you that in 
the days of your great-grand- 
father’s youth, the hog farms were 
here on the planet Earth. 

Cosma: If my brave ancestors could 
survive the hog farm, I guess I 
could try to endure it. But could I 
endure you? No, never! 

Scorpio: Curses! Spurn my attentions, 
will you? (Scorpio chases CosMA 
around the room. He _ eventually 
catches her by the hand. Cosma is 
struggling to free herself when Davey 
Rocker enters. Roxpert holds up 
cue card, “The Hero.” It is followed 
by cue card, “Loud Applause and 
Cheers.”” Davey Rocket bows to the 
audience, flexes muscles and expands 
chest.) 

Cosma (Still struggling): Davey, my 
hero, help! (Davey Rocker re- 





moves ray gun from his holster and 
takes calm, careful aim. Scorpio ts 
struck by its paralyzing rays and holds 
his pose.) 

Davey Rocket: Cosma, my sweet one. 
Are you all right? 

Cosma: (Coming to Davey Rocket 
and looking adoringly at him): Every- 
thing will be all right now that you 
are here, Davey. 

Scorpio: What happened? 
move. 

Davey Rocket: I have paralyzed you 
with my stun gun. You will be un- 
able to move until I release you with 
my un-stun gun. (Atom and RapIia 
enter.) 

Atom: (Carrying tool kit): What’s all 
the commotion? 

Ranta (Carrying cosmeticscase) : Davey, 
you have come! 

Scorpio: Release me! You can’t keep 
me here forever. When I do get free, 
I will have the law on you Dimple- 
warts. And you, Davey Rocket, I 
will see to it that you are dishonor- 
ably discharged from the Space 
Cadets. You can’t hold me without 
charges. (GREAT-GRANDFATHER 
enters, carrying Geiger counter and 
waving a rock.) 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER: Old Betsy isn’t 
broken after all. She’s ticking like 
crazy because of this thing I found 
out on the patio. (Davey Rocker 
takes both the rock and the Geiger 
counter from GREAT-GRANDFATHER, 
and examines the ore with the counter.) 

Davey Rocker: This is uranium ore. 
But as much as I hate to say it, this 
land does belong to Scorpio. 

GREAT-GRANDFATHER: That may be 
true. But we still own all the pos- 


I can’t 
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sessions that are on this land. (He 
takes old-fashioned pocket watch from 
vest pocket.) For two and a half more 
minutes anyway. 

Scorpio: What difference does that 
make? This ore is from my land. 
GREAT-GRANDFATHER (Takes ore): Not 
this piece of ore. This came from 
the potted meteorite plant my cousin 
sent me from Saturn last summer. 

Scorpio: Curses! Well, you can’t use 
that rock as payment on the lot. I 
refuse to accept it. (He laughs vil- 
lainously.) In two more minutes 
your time will be up. 

Ranta: Cosma, tell Davey to do some- 
thing clever to save us. 

Cosma: Davey, do something clever 
to save us. After all, you are the 
hero. 

Davey Rocket: I am the hero and I 
should be able to think of something 
to save you. But my true sky-blue 
honesty forces me to un-stun Scorpio. 

Scorpio: At last! You had all better 
prepare to leave the premises. (He 
laughs. Davey Rocker takes his 
un-stun gun from the holster. He 
looks at the Geiger counter, which is 
in his other hand. As he approaches 
Scorpio, he continues to look at the 
counter.) 

Davey Rocker: Hold on here! You 
are radio-active, Scorpio. But why? 

Scorpio: Release me immediately, and 
stay out of my pockets. (DAVEY 
Rocker replaces gun in holster and 
puts Geiger counter on table. He frisks 
Scorpio.) Your pockets, eh? Aha! 
(Davey Rocker takes a rock from 
Scorpio’s pocket.) This ore is just 
like Great-grandfather’s rock! 





Scorpio: I forbid you to get anything 
out of my other pocket. 

Davey Rocker: And what do we have 
here? (He takes a letter from ScorPio’s 
other pocket.) A letter addressed to 
Mr. Scorpio. I quote: “We have 
assayed the ore you sent us from your 
property at (name of city and state). 
It is highly radio-active. We are 
returning one of the less radio-active 
samples you sent us. Enclosed you 
will find the sum of $1,350 for the 
remaining ore.’ It is signed “Chief 
of the Uranium Commission.” 

Scorpro: Curses! 

Davey Rocker: That settles that. 
The money you received for the ore 
was not rightfully yours. The 
authorities will see to it that you are 
banished from here to your hog farm 
satellite for eternity. 

Scorpio: Curses, curses, curses! 


Atom: Does that mean we get to keep 
our home, Davey? 

Davey Rocker: Yes, you do. The 
money Scorpio received for the ore 
really belongs to the Dimplewarts. 
That makes the lot paid for. So the 
house is yours, lot and all. (Cosma 
rushes to Davey Rocket and throws 
her arms around him. Rapta, Cosma, 
and GREAT-GRANDFATHER crowd a- 
round them.) 

Cosma: Davey, what about us? 

Davey Rocker: I shall never leave 
you again. We will be married im- 
mediately, and we will live happily 
ever after. 

Cosma: Oh, Davey, my own true love. 
Where will we go on our honeymoon? 

Davey Rocket: Where else, honey? 
To the moon! 

(Curtain) 
THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Saaa OF 
Characters: 5 male; 2 female. 
Playing Time: 25 minutes. 


Costumes: All characters wear clothes with a 
futuristic look. (Sequins will help to give 
this effect.) Radia has long fingernails 
which extend two inches beyond her fingers. 
Atom wears overalls. Great-Grandfather 
has a long, white beard and wears a bat- 
tered hat, a vest, and a gaudy long-sleeved 
plaid shirt. Scorpio wears black clothes, 
with top hat and tails, and has a moustache 
and goatee. Davey Rocket wears a space 
suit or a superman costume and has a two- 
holster gun belt. 


Properties: Easel with cue cards as indicated 
in text, five or more bottles with candy 
“pills’’ in them, document, spectacles, 
lorgnette, telescope, envelope, coupon, 
token, paper money, three bolts, two 
screws, a nut, stocking stuffed with play 
coins, two toy ray guns, a tool kit, a cos- 
metics case, two rocks, a pocket watch, a 


Davey Rocket 


letter, and a “Geiger counter” with a 
fancy dial. 


Setting: The dining room of a futuristic home. 
In the center is a table with four chairs 
around it. Upstage center is a cupboard 
lined with small bottles. Beside the cup- 
board is a window. On one side of the room 
there is a large speaker, which represents 
the intercom. On the other side is the 
space-a-phone, which looks like a television 
set, with a large picture into which a person 
can step, and has modernistic obs, 
dials, lights, etc. It may have two micro- 
phones, one for the person phoning and one 
for the person being phoned. Doors at left 
and right lead outside and to the rest of 
the house. 


Lighting: A spotlight may be used, if desired, 
to bring attention to Robert the Robot 
when he shows a cue card. 


Sound: Ticking of Geiger counter. 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Waywarp WitcH 
(Play on pages 49-52) 


Characters: 1 female; 2 male; as many male 


and female extras as desired to be Children, 
Witches and Wizards. 
Playing Time: 15 minutes. 
Costumes: Winnie wears a patched black 
cloak and skirt, a tattered witch’s hat, a 
ragged wig, large black spectacles, and 
large fuzzy slippers. At the end, she has 
on two bunny ears and a powder puff tail. 
The cats wear black tights with black 
stocking tails, black long-sleeved shirts, 
and black hoods with ears. Children at first 
wear bathrobes. Underneath the bath- 
robes, they have on summer clothes and 
sweaters for the valentine scene. They re- 
move the sweaters for the Fourth of July 
scene, and put on witches’ hats and masks 
for their last scene. The Witches wear the 
traditional black costumes and white wigs. 
The Wizards wear black trousers, black 
capes and conical orange hats with black 
tassels. They should have curling mus- 
taches and goatees. 
Properties: Orange and black book covers; 
small twig broom with bent handle, wand, 
talcum powder, large black handkerchief 
for Winnie. The portable properties for 
the Cats to take on and off are: a cardboard 
imensional fireplace with an en- 
trance at back for Winnie; two cardboard 
pumpkins; a “wigwam’”’ of sticks for the 
fire, with red cellophane and a torch type 
flashlight for greater effect; a cardboard 
stand-up Christmas tree, large enough to 
hide Winnie; large stockings with tape 
attached; cardboard wreath; a large valen- 
tine envelope with a red heart in the center 
(the heart should have loosely taped red 
net backing so that Winnie can come 
through easily); large, round, red fire- 
cracker mounted on a_ bunting-draped 
wagon (the firecracker should have a large 
fuse with red paper flame inside). 
Setting: Simple cardboard silhouettes — a 
large orange moon, witches in flight, moun- 
tains and trees — may be taped to back 
curtain. At center is a three-dimensional 
cardboard fireplace with an entrance at 
back for Winnie. In front of the fireplace 
is a stool. A row of chairs extends diag- 
onally from either side of the fireplace. 
Special Effects: A black thread may be at- 
tached to one end of Winnie’s wand; the 
other end should be held by someone off- 
stage. Winnie should hold the wand 
loosely when she waves it, and it may then 
be pulled off. Talcum powder thrown in 
air gives the effect of white smoke. When 
Winnie throws her “magic” powder, one 
of the “sleeping’’ cats should turn off the 
flashlight in the fireplace. 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Wircs WITH THE GoLpEN Harr 
(Play on pages 75-78) 

Characters: 16 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: The witches wear the traditional 
black ca and hats, and carry broom- 
sticks. The fairies wear colorful fairy cos- 
tumes and have wings. Sophie wears a 
fairy costume under her cape, and 
small wings attached to her back. 

Properties: A large cauldron, two ladles, paper 

alloween cups, large stick. 

Setting: The edge of the forest. There is a 
large gray rock upstage right. The back- 
drop should show trees, and there should 
be a few tree stumps around the stage. 
There are entrances at left and center. In 
Scene 1, a cauldron is set over a “fire’”’ at 
center. Both are removed in Scene 2. 


Lighting: Spotlights could be used on the 
airies in Scene 2. 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue NECKLACE 
(Play on pages 87-96) 

Characters: 2 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: French, late 19th century. (If 
desired, however, the play may be oe 
in modern dress.) In scene one, Mathilde 
and Charles wear simple but neat clothing; 
in scenes two and three they wear elegant 
evening dress; in scene four they wear 

r and shabby clothes. Cecile wears 
ashionable and elegant clothing. Madame 
Grouet, Lisette, and Renault wear shabby 
clothes; Renault wears a stained butcher’s 
apron. 

Properties: Table setting for two, including 
napkins, soup plates, soup tureen and ladle; 
long loaf of French bread; newspaper; en- 
velope with invitation inside; watch; dia- 
mond necklace; paper, pen and ink; mop 
and pail; two baskets; cabbages and car- 
rots; purse and coins; paper bags. 

Selting: Scenes one, two, and three take place 
in a shabby but neat apartment; the furni- 
ture is old and worn. There is a table with 
a tablecloth on it, several chairs, an arm- 
chair, and other furniture as desired. Scene 
four is an attic room in the slums; the only 
furniture is a battered old table and three 
or four rickety wooden chairs. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
Sound: Sound of children’s voices off-stage. 





Part Five 


Dramatized Classic 





The Necklace 


by Guy de Maupassant 
Adapted for stage by Earl J. Dias 


Characters 
MATHILDE LOISEL 
CrcILE FoRESTIER 
CHARLES LOISEL 
MADAME GROUET 
RENAULT 
LISETTE 

ScENE 1 

Time: A January evening. 

SerrinG: The Loisel apartment in Paris. 
The room is shabby and the furniture 
old and worn. At the center is a table, 
set for dinner for two; there is a large 
soup plate at each place, and in the 
center of the table is a long loaf of 
French bread. 

Ar Rise: Marumpe Loiset and 
CrciLE Forestier are seated, Ma- 
THILDE at the table and CECILE in an 
armchair. 

CrciLe: And to think, Mathilde, that 
I have seen you only twice since our 
school days. That is why I took the 
liberty of dropping by today. I had 
to visit my jeweler’s, and the shop is 
not far from here. 

MarTuiLpE: I’m glad you did, Cecile. 
It is pleasant to see you. (Looking 
about her) But you can see why I do 
not invite any of my old school 
friends here. This is scarcely a 
palace, and certainly not the kind 
of luxury you are accustomed to. 

CrciLE: You deserve better, Mathilde 
—a girl as beautiful as you. (She 
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smiles.) Do you remember how you 
used to dream in our school days? 


MarTuitpeE (Bitterly): I remember. I 


used to hope that some day I would 
live in a huge mansion. I’d have 
vestibules hung with Oriental tapes- 
tries and lighted by tall lamps of 
bronze. (Laughing wryly) Then I 
was to have large parlors decked with 
old silk, and, oh, yes, coquettish 
little rooms, prepared and perfumed 
for a five o’clock chit-chat with 
intimate friends. (She shrugs her 
shoulders) So, here I am. 

Crecirte: And your husband, Charles. 
How is he? 

MarTuiLDE: Charles means well. He is 
good hearted and does his best, but 
the salary of a minor clerk in the 
Ministry of Education is not much. 

CrciLe: You could have done better. 
Do you remember how much the 
Marquis de Montfleury was taken 
with you? He used to send you 
flowers. 

MarTuitdE (Dreamily): Ah, the Mar- 
quis. He was so slim, so elegant, so 
charming. (She sighs resignedly.) 
But he was not for me — a poor girl 
with no dowry whatever to offer. 
So my parents did the best they 
could for me; they arranged my 
marriage to Charles. 

Crciue: And a lucky man he is to have 
won himself such a beauty. 





MATHILDE: Beauty? What is it in 
these surroundings? All my life I 
have dreamed of dining in famous 
restaurants — Maxim’s, Fouquet’s 
— of dancing among the rich, and, 
well, you see where I am. What 
have I to look forward to? 

CrciLE (Rising and coming to her): My 
poor Mathilde. 

MarTuiLpE: The least I can do is to 
offer you a cup of tea. 

Crcite: No. Thank you, but I must 
be on my way. Marcel and I are 
dining tonight with the Count de 
Guiche. 

Martuitpe: How I envy you. (Bitterly) 
Charles and I are dining here, as 
you can see. (CHARLES LOISEL enters. 
He is a slow-moving, rather stolid man 
of twenty-five.) 

CHARLES: Good evening, Mathilde. 
Why, hello, Madame Forestier. I 
have not seen you in many months. 

CreciLte: (Shaking hands with him): 
How do you do, Monsieur Loisel. 

Cuar.Es: I am glad you paid us a visit. 
Mathilde is alone a good deal. Will 
you stay to eat with us? 

MATHILDE (Quickly): Cecile has a din- 
ner engagement. 

CuarLEs: That is too bad. Perhaps 
another time. 

CrciLe: Of course, another time. But 
now I must go. We must see each 
other soon, Mathilde. There is no 
reason for us to be strangers. 

MATHILDE (Accompanying her to door): 
Yes, we will meet again soon. 
(MatuitpeEand CectLeezit. CHARLES 
sits at table, tucks his napkin under 
his chin, unfolds a newspaper he has 
been carrying, and begins to read. 
After a moment, MATHILDE returns.) 


CuaRLEs: Your friend, Madame Fores- 
tier, looks most prosperous. 

MarTuiLveE: As well she should. Her 
husband has one of the great fortunes 
in France. 

Cuar.es: Lucky fellow. 

Marui.pe: Lucky woman. 

CuHARLEs: I am devilishly hungry to- 
night. This winter air gives a man 
an appetite. 

MATuiLpE (Unenthusiastically) : I'll get 
the meal. (CHARLES continues to read 
his newspaper. MATHILDE exits and 
then returns with a tureen of soup. 
She ladles soup into CHARLES’ plate.) 

Cuar.es (Breaking off a piece of bread 
from the loaf and sniffing his plate): 
Ah, the good soup! 

MATHILDE (Ladling soup into her own 
plate and then speaking ironically): 
Ah, yes, the good soup. (She places 
tureen on table and sits down. 
CHARLES eats his soup noisily, dip- 
ping his bread into the plate. MATHILDE 
watching him rather distastefully, eats 
more delicately.) 

Cuar Es: This soup has a fine flavor — 
as good as my mother used to make. 
(Mopping his plate with bread) The 
kind of meal that sticks to a man’s 
ribs. 

MATHILDE: You wish more? 

CuARLEs: All in good time, but first I 
have a surprise for you. 

MATHILDE: A surprise? 

CHARLES: Something that should 
please you very much. (He reaches 
into his pocket and takes out an en- 
velope. He opens the envelope and 
draws out an engraved invitation.) 
Listen. (Importantly) ‘“The Minister 
of Education and Madame Georges 
Ramponeau beg M. and Mme. Loisel 





to do them the honor to pass the 
evening with them at the Palace of 
the Ministry on Monday, January 
18.” (Proudly) Now what do you 
think of that, Mathilde? 

Maruitpe: And what do you expect 
me to think of that? 

CHARLES (Bewildered): But, my dear, 
I thought you would be pleased. 
You never go out, and here’s a 
chance — a fine one. I had the hard- 
est work to get the invitation. Every- 
body is after them: they are greatly 
sought after, and not many are given 
to the clerks. You will see there all 
the official world. 

MATHILDE (Impatiently) : What do you 
expect me to put on my back to go 
there? 

CHARLES: Why, the dress in which you 
go to the theater. That looks very 
pretty to me. (MATHILDE puts her 
face in her hands and begins to sob. 
CHARLES is very surprised.) What’s 
the matter? What’s the matter? 

MartuiLtpvE (Controlling herself with a 
violent effort and speaking in a calm 
voice as she wipes tears from her cheek 
with her napkin): Nothing. Only I 
have no clothes, and, in consequence, 
I cannot go to this party. Give your 
card to some colleague whose wife 
has a better outfit than I. (CHARLES 
looks desolate and hurt. He frowns; 
then he speaks hesitantly.) 

CHARLES: See here, Mathilde — how 
much would this cost? A proper 
dress which would do on other oc- 
casions, too — something very 
simple. 

MartuiLtpE (Doing some mental cal- 
culation): I — I don’t know exactly. 
(Frowning) But it seems to me that 
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with four hundred francs, I might do 
it. 

CHARLES (Alarmed by the sum): Four 
hundred franes! (He shakes his head. 
Then, as MATHILDE’s face falls, he 
continues quickly.) Still, we might do 
it. I had been saving for a gun. I 
thought I might do some shooting at 
Nanterre next summer, but this is 
more important. (Firmly) Yes, you 
shall have the four hundred francs. 
(Forcing a smile) But take care to 
have a pretty dress. 

MarTuiLDE: Oh, Charles! (She jumps 
from her chair, comes to him, and 
kisses the top of his head.) How 
generous you are! And I assure you 
it will be a pretty dress. (She 
frowns suddenly.) But no, it is really 
impossible. 

CHARLES: Impossible? Why? 

MatTHILbDE: The women at the Ministry 
will not only be beautifully dressed 
but will wear handsome jewels as 
well. (She returns to her place at the 
table.) It annoys me not to have a 
jewel, not a single stone to put on. 
I shall look dreadful. I would almost 
rather not go to this party. 

CHARLES: You can wear some natural 
flowers. They are very stylish this 
time of year. For ten francs, you 
can get two or three magnificent 
roses. 

MarTuHiILpe (Shaking her head): No, 
there’s nothing more humiliating 
than to look poor among a lot of rich 
women. 

CHARLES: But jewelry — really, Ma- 
thilde, I’m afraid I cannot help you 
there. The dress, yes, but jewelry is 
beyond our reach. 

MarTHILDE: That is just what I have 





been telling you. (CHARLES stares 
moodily at his plate. MATHILDE toys 
with a piece of bread. Suddenly, 
CHARLES bangs the table.) 

CuARLEs: I have it! Why did I not 
think of it before? Your friend, 
Madame Forestier. 

MatuiLpE: What about her? 

Cuarues: Ask her to lend you some 
jewelry. She has plenty. Why, she 
was wearing a ring with a diamond 
as big as an onion. She likes you. I 
am sure she would let you borrow 
some bauble or other. 

Maruiitpe: That’s true. I had not 
thought of it. (Coming to life) What 
a wonderful idea, Charles! (She 
pushes the plate away from her.) I am 
too excited to eat. (Rising) I shall 
go to her house at once. I’m sure I 
can catch her before she leaves for 
dinner at the Count’s. 


CuarLes (Much relieved): Good. I'll 
clean up here while you’re gone. 
Marnie (Happily): It will be a 

splendid party, will it not, Charles? 
CHARLEs: You will be the most beauti- 
ful woman there. 
MatTuiLDE: I hope so. But now I must 


get dressed and run. (She exits 
hurriedly. CHARLES rises, sighs, 
shrugs his shoulders, and begins to 
carry the plates from the table as the 
curtains close.) 


* * * * 


ScENE 2 
TimE: A few days later, the day of the 
party. 
Serrine: Same as Scene 1. 
At Rise: CHARLES, in his best suit, is 
seated at the table, nervously tapping 
his fingers on the table. He draws his 


watch from his pocket, looks at it, and 
shakes his head. 

CuariLes (Loudly): Mathilde! Are 
you ready? We should be there by 
eight. 

MATHILDE (Off-stage) : Coming, Charles. 
(After a moment or two, MATHILDE 
appears in doorway. She looks very 
beautiful, and her gown is most be- 
coming. She ts carrying a necklace in 
her hand. She poses for a moment.) 
How do you like me? 

CuARLEs (Rising and gazing at her ad- 
miringly): You are more beautiful 
than ever, Mathilde. 

MaruiLpE: Now you shall see what I 
borrowed from Cecile. I have not 
showed it to you before because I 
wished to'surprise you. (She displays 
the diamond necklace which she is 
carrying.) Look. Is it not lovely? 

Cuar.es: It is magnificent! 

Maruitpe: Help me clasp it around 
my neck. (CHARLES does 80.) 

CuHar.Es (Standing off to look at her): 
Perfect! 

MATHILDE (Posing happily): You see, 
it is simple but expensive looking. 
Oh, I thought for a long time before 
I chose it, Charles. Cecile has such a 
collection of jewelry; I was tempted 
by all of it. Bracelets, a pearl neck- 
lace, a Venetian cross of gold set 
with precious stones. I tried on all 
of them and posed before the glass. 
And then I discovered in a box of 
satin this superb necklace of dia- 
monds. I was in ecstasy when I put 
it on. 

CuHARLEs: It was a wise choice. 

Martuitpe: And now I shall get my 
wrap, and I will be ready. (Happily 
doing a little pirouette.) Oh, Charles, 








it will be a wonderful evening — 
one of the great nights of our lives. 
(They exit. The lights are dimmed or 
the curtains close briefly to denote the 
passage of time. 


* * %* * 


ScEenE 3 

True: A few hours later. 

Serrine: Same as Scene 2. 

Ar Rise: CHarues and MATHILDE 
enter. MATHILDE is in high spirits, 
but CHARLES seems tired. 

MarTui.tpE: What a glorious party! 

Cuarues (Sinking wearily into chair): 
You were certainly a success, Ma- 
thilde. (Wryly) After midnight, I 
just retired to the anteroom with 
ihree other men whose wives also 
wei having a good time. 

Maruti»: I danced with everyone — 
all the most distinguished men! The 
Count de Brisaille, the Marquis 
Saint-Challet, Monsieur Deveau — 
even the Minister himself. 

Cuaries (Wearily): So I observed. 
All the men were looking at you, 
inquiring your name, and asking to 
be introduced. 

MATHILDE (Dancing gracefully around 
the room): I shall never be able to 
sleep tonight. I am on a cloud of 
happiness. 

CHARLES (Yawning): As for me, I shall 
sleep like a log. This night life is too 
much for me. 

MartuiLpE: Charles, how can you say 
that? Tonight was life as it should 
be — glittering, romantic, joyful. 

CuHarRLEs (Stifling another yawn): 


That’s as may be. But take off your 
wrap, my dear. It is rather warm in 
here. (MATHILDE removes her wrap, 








throws it onto the table, continues to 
dance, and then stops suddenly. She 
utters a startled cry.) 

CuaArLEs: What is it? 

MartuiLvE (Looking terrified): I don’t 
have Cecile’s necklace! 

CHARLES (Jumping from chair): It 
must be somewhere. (Picking up 
wrap) Perhaps in the folds of your 
wrap. (He searches intently.) No, it 
is not here. 

MATHILDE (Increasingly disturbed): 
Look in your coat pocket. Perhaps 
I gave it to you. 

Cuar.Es: No, I am sure you did not. 
But let us see. (He turns his pockets 
inside out.) No, nothing. (Wryly) 
Only a dance program. (He goes 
toward door.) Perhaps you dropped 
it on the stairs, or perhaps on the 
floor of the cab we drove home in. 
I shall look. (He exits hurriedly.) 
MATHILDE begins to look frantically 
around the room. She peers under 
the table, under chairs, looks again in 
the folds of her wrap. Then she sinks 
into chair at table and begins to sob 
softly. After a moment or two, 
CHARLEs returns.) 

MaruitpE (Looking up quickly and 
hopefully): Did you find it? 

Cuar es: Not a trace. It is not on the 
stairs. And I was lucky because the 
cab we came in is still outside. The 
driver is feeding his horse. The neck- 
lace is not in the cab. 

MarTuiLpE: What are we to do? 

Cuarues: Are you sure you had it 
when we left the party? 

MaruiLpE: Yes, I touched it in the 
vestibule of the Ministry. 

CuHARLEs: Perhaps it will turn up, but 
I fear we are out of luck, Mathilde. 


The chances are you dropped it on 
the street. And the streets of Paris 
being what they are, I doubt if any- 
one who finds so valuable a necklace 
will even report it to the police. 

MATHILDE: Why did this have to hap- 
pen? Does fate begrudge us one 
night of pleasure? 

Cuar.es: I do not know about fate, 
Mathilde. But I know that we must 
do something about this. First of all, 
you must write to Madame Forestier. 
Tell her that you have broken the 
clasp of her necklace and that you 
are heving it repaired. That will 
give us time to turn around. 

MATHILDE (Eager to take his advice): 
Yes, I will do that. And at once. 
(She exits quickly and returns in a 
moment with paper, pen, and ink, 
which she places on table.) 

Cuar es: If the necklace does not turn 
up, we must, of course, replace it. 
MarTHILDE: Replace it? But, Charles, 

the necklace must be wortha fortune. 

Cuar.gs: I know it is worth a fortune 
— let me tell you how much. There 
is a jeweler’s shop in the Palais Royal 
not far from the Ministry. I pass it 
every day. In the window is a neck- 
lace that looks like an almost exact 
replica of the one you borrowed from 
Madame Forestier. There is a price 
tag on it. 

MATHILDE (Eagerly) And the cost? 

CuaARLEs: Forty thousand francs. 

MaTuILDE: Forty thousand francs! 
We could never afford it. 

Cuar.LEs: If the other is not found, 
we must afford it. After all Mathilde, 
I may not have much money, but I 
pride myself on being an honest man. 

MatTuiLbDE: But forty thousand frances! 


CuaR.eEs: I have, as you know, eight- 
een thousand francs which my 
father left me. I have never touched 
it. That can be a start. 

Maruipe: And the rest? 

CuarRLEs: We must borrow it. 

Marnie: But, Charles, we shall then 
be in the hands of the moneylenders. 
You remember what happened when 
Monsieur LeBreque’s business failed. 
He borrowed, asking a thousand 
frances here, five hundred there, a 
few louis elsewhere. He gave promis- 
sory notes, made ruinousagreements, 
dealt with usurers. When he died, 
he was living in poverty, and still 
paying. 

Cuartes: I know. But what would 
you have us do? Do you want to go 
to Madame Forestier and say, “I’m 
sorry, Cecile, but a little accident 
happened. I lost yourforty-thousand- 
franc necklace. Ha! Ha! These 
things will happen, won’t they?” 

MartuiLpeE (Tearfully): You are being 
cruel, Charles. 

Cuar.Es: Not cruel, honest. One has 
to face the troubles that come in 
life. (More gently) Come now, Ma- 
thilde. Write that note to Madame 
Forestier. I will mail it before I go 
to bed. (MATHILDE takes up her pen, 
thinks for a moment, and then begins 
to write. CHARLES sits staring thought- 
fully into space. Suddenly, Ma- 
THILDE stops writing, puts her head 
down on table, and begins to sob. 
CHARLES looks at her for a moment, 
then rises and comes to her, putting 
his hand on her shoulder.) 

Cuares: There! There! We will meet 
this together. (She continues to sob. 
He pats her shoulder, stares in front 
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of him, and shakes his head.) What a 
little thing it takes to save you or to 
ruin you. (Curtain) 

* * 


* * 


ScENE 4 

Time: Ten years later. 

SertinG: The attic room of the Loisels 
in the Paris slums. The only furniture 
is a battered old table and three or four 
rickety wooden chairs. 

Ar Rise: MATHILDE, mop in hand, is 
washing the floor, a bucket of water by 
her side. She looks much older, has 
a red face, and there are traces of gray 
in her hair. Her sleeves are rolled to 
the elbows. She wears a dirty apron, 
and her hair is awry. Children’s 
voices are heard shouting outside. 
MATHILDE looks irritated, goes to the 
window, and yells in a loud and coarse 
voice. 

Martuitpe: Shut your mouths down 
there, you street rats! You get 
noisier every day! Can’t one get at 
least a little peace and quiet in this 
wreck of a neighborhood? Go home 
to your mothers — if you have any! 
(The children’s voices die away. Ma- 
THILDE returns to center and resumes 
mopping.) Noisy brats! (CHARLES 
enters. He looks tired, seedy, and 
much older. He is carrying what looks 
like a ledger.) 

CHARLES (Yawning): I was up all 
night with these accounts. I tell 
you, Mathilde, to work all day at my 
own job and then to do accounts on 
the side for the little money they 
bring in is almost too much. 

MatTHILDE: You should be used to it 
by now. We’ve had ten years of this 
miserable life. 
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Cuartes: At least our debts are 
finally paid. 

MartTuiLpE: Oh, yes, our debts are 
paid. (Bitterly) And look at me. Is 
this the Mathilde you married? 

CuarLes (Wearily): We have both 
changed. Time changes us all. 
(Sighing) Well, I must be off to the 
Ministry. I'll be lucky if I can keep 
my eyes open. (He exits. Then there 
is the, sound of a woman’s voice off- 
stage.) 

MapaME Grovet (Off-stage): Vege- 
tables! 

MATHILDE (Going to window and speak- 
ing coarsely): Come up! Let us see 
what garbage you are peddling this 
morning! (After a moment, MADAME 
Grovet enters. She carries a basket 
in which are cabbages and carrots.) 

MapamMeE Grovet: Bon jour, Madame 
Loisel. I have some lovely vegetables 
today. 

MatTuILpE (Still coarsely): You’ve 
been saying that for ten years, 
Madame Grouet, and your vege- 
tables get worse each year. (J'aking 
a cabbage from basket and feeling it.) 
Ugh! This cabbage is old enough to 
be your grandmother. 

MapAME Grovet: But, madame, I 
swear it was picked fresh this morn- 
ing. 

MatuitpE (Fingering carrots): And 
these carrots are loaded with worms. 

MapaME Grovet: But no, madame — 
they are jewels of carrots. 

MatuitpEe: How much for this grand- 
mother cabbage? 

MapbAME Grovet: Twenty sous. 

MATHILDE (Throwing the cabbage back 
into the basket): Take your basket 
and sell your wares to the other fools 





in the neighborhood, you old fraud. 
Twenty sous! Why, you old robber, 
it is not worth ten. 

MapaMe Grovet: Please, madame, 
at twenty sous it is an immense 
bargain. 

MATHILDE (Turning her back on Ma- 
DAME GROUET): Do you think I’m a 
lunatic? 

Mapame Grover: But I protest. 
Madame is unkind. (Slyly) But I 
will offer you a real bargain. You 
may have thecabbage for fifteen sous. 

MATHILDE (Beginning to mop again 
and getting the mop close to MADAME 
GroveEt’s feet): Be off with you! 

MapaMeE Grovet (Nervously trying to 
avoid the mop): But it is a great 
bargain. 

Martuitpe (Stopping her work and 
leaning on the mop): I'll give you 
twelve sous for the old monster. 
No more. 

Mapame Grovet: Ah, madame drives 
a hard bargain. But one must live. 
It is yours, madame, for twelve sous. 

Maruitpe: And robbery at that. 
(MATHILDE puts the cabbage on the 
table. Then she takes a worn purse 
from her apron pocket and counts out 
twelve coins, one by one, into Madame 
Grouet’s hand.) 

Mapame Grovet: Ah, thank you, 
madame. You will find that cabbage 
to be the king of all cabbages. De- 
licious. Mouth-watering. 

MATHILDE: Save the speeches for the 
other poor fools you deal with. Get 
out. I’m busy. (MapamMe GRoOvUET 
exits quickly as MATHILDE begins to 
mop furiously once more. After a 
moment, the voice of RENAULT, the 
butcher, is heard outside.) 


Renautr (Off-stage): Beef! Veal! 
Freshly killed chickens! (MATHILDE 
smiles grimly, exits, and returns with 
a paper bag which she places on table. 
Then she goes to right and yells.) 

MaruiLpe: Monsieur Renault! Come 
up! 

RENAULT: Oui, madame! At once! 
(RENAULT enters. He is a man of 
perhaps thirty, wearing a_ stained 
butcher’s apron. He is carrying a 
basket.) 

RenAvLt: Bon jour, Madame Loisel. 
A pleasant day, is it not? 

MatTHILDE (Coldly): That’s as may be. 

RENAULT: I have here a piece of veal to 
end all pieces of veal. Young, tender 
— the dew is still on it. 

MatTuiLvE (Taking paper bag from table 
and speaking angrily and coarsely): 
Listen, you old goat. (Shaking paper 
bag in his face) I have here a piece 
of beef you sold me yesterday. 

RENAULT: Yes, I remember. A magni- 
ficent cut. Fit for a king. 

Maruitve (Throwing the bag at him): 
It’s as tough as rope. I cooked it all 
day, and we still couldn’t eat it. And 
for this gristle, you charged me fifty 
sous, you old crook! 

Renautr (Picking up bag): But, 
madame, there must be some mis- 
take. 

MartuiLpE: There is— and you made 
it! I want my fifty sous back! 

RENAULT: But that is not good busi- 
ness, madame. I sold you the meat 
in good faith. 

MATHILDE (Advancing with the mop 
and shaking it at him): I want my 
fifty sous! 

RenAvuLt (Retreating and speaking 
coaxingly): But, madame, that is 





not business. (She again shakes the 
mop at him.) But let me do this. I 
will give you this piece of oh-so- 
tender veal in exchange for the beef. 
This will prove I am an honest man. 

MATHILDE (Angrily): You don’t have 
an honest bone in your body! I want 
my fifty sous. 

ReEeNAvuLtT: Very well, madame. But 
this is not business. (He reaches into 
his pocket and gives MATHILDE some 
money. She counts the coins carefully.) 

MaruitpE: You robber! There are 
only forty-eight sous here! 

RENAULT: Forty-eight? (He looks care- 
fully at the coins in Marui.pn’s 
hand.) But, of course. I made a 
mistake in counting. (He gives 


MATHILDE two sous more.) There. 
Again I prove I am an honest man. 
MaruitpeE: That’s the best joke I’ve 
heard today. 
Renavtt: But now about this veal, 


madame. You have my word for it 
— it is an exquisite cut. From a 
prize calf, no less. (He holds up bag 
containing veal.) And at the un- 
believably low price of fifty-five sous. 
Reduced from sixty, just for you, 
madame. 

MatTuiLDE: That veal would probably 
break whatever teeth I have left. 

RENAULT: But, madame, I swear on my 
honor — 

MarTHILDE (Advancing on him and 
shaking the mop at him): Get out! 
I’ve had enough of your tricks for 
one day! 

RENAULT (Retreating): But the veal — 

Matui.pE: This is for the veal! (She 
takes a vicious swipe at him with the 
mop, and he exits hurriedly. Ma- 
THILDE goes to table, sits, and counts 


the fifty sous again. She looks pleased 
with herself and begins to laugh — 
robustly and vulgarly. Suddenly 
LisertE, a girl of fifteen, enters.) 

Lisette: You seem happy, Madame 
Loisel. 

MaruitpE: When one outwits a thief, 
one has a right to be happy. What 
do you want, Lisette? 

Liserre: There is a woman out there 
who has been asking for you. 

Maruitpe: Another crook, no doubt— 
somebody trying to sell something. 

Liserre: She does not look like a ped- 
lar, and she asks for Madame Charles 
Loisel. 

MaruitpEe: What does she look like? 

Lisette: She is very pretty, and she is 
wearing the loveliest dress. 

Marnie: Then she must be lost down 
here in the slums of Paris. 

Liserre: She is having a glass of wine 
in the cafe across the street. It is 
there she is making her inquiries. 

MaruiLpE: Well, when you see her, 
tell her to come up. Anyone dressed 
well will be a welcome change in this 
neighborhood of scarecrows. Were 
you one of the brats who was making 
all that noise a while ago? 

LisetrE: Oh, no, Madame Loisel. I 
have been taking my music lesson. 

MaruitpeE: Well, see that you don’t 
hang around with that noisy bunch. 

Lisette (Meekly, for she is obviously 
afraid of MaTuttpE): Yes, madame. 
(She goes to door.) I’ll tell the lady 
she may come up when she wishes. 

MaruiLpveE (Unconcernedly) : Suit your- 
self. It’s all the same to me.(LIsETTE 
exits. MATHILDE resumes her mop- 
ping, stopping every now and then to 
mop her brow with her apron. As a 





result, she looks more disheveled than 
ever. After a moment or two, CECILE 
ForEsTIER, still attractive and fash- 
tonable, appears in doorway. She 
stands there a moment, watching 
MATHILDE mop.) 

Crcite: Oh, I am sorry. There must 
be some mistake. I was looking for 
Madame Loisel. (MATHILDE looks 
up, is surprised, and smiles.) 

MaruitpE: Good morning, Cecile. 

CrciLe: But, madame, I do not know 
you. Are you not making a mistake? 
(MATHILDE goes to her, takes her 
hand, and leads her to center. CECILE 
looks distastefully at her and tries to 
elude her grasp.) 

Matui.pe: There is no mistake, Cecile. 
I am Mathilde Loisel. 

Cece: (Gazing closely at her and 
uttering a startled cry): Oh! My poor 
Mathilde! How you have changed! 

MATHILDE: Yes, I have had hard days 
since I last saw you. And many 
troubles. And all because of you. 

CreciLE: Of me? How so? It is at least 
ten years since I have set eyes on 
you. Then I heard today from 
Monsieur LeBlanc at the Ministry 
that you were living in this section 
of Paris, so I resolved to see you. 

MaruitpeE: And yet, I repeat—all this 
(She indicates the wretched room.) is 
because of you. 

Crciie: But I do not understand. 


MartuitpE: You remember the dia- 
mond necklace that you lent me to 
wear to the ball at the Ministry? 

CrciLe: Yes. Well? 

MATHILDE: Well, I lost it. 

CrciLe: But how can that be? You 
brought it back to me. 

MartuiLpE: I brought you back an- 
other just like it— one that cost 
forty thousand frances. And now for 
ten years we have been paying for it. 
You will understand that it was not 
easy for us who had nothing. At 
last, it is done, and I am very glad. 

CreciLe (After a long pause): You — 
you say that you bought a diamond 
necklace to replace mine? 

MatTuHILDE (Smiling proudly): Yes. 
You did not even notice it, did you? 
They were exactly alike! (CEcILE 
looks desolate and sadly shakes her 
head. Much moved, she takes both of 
MatTHILpE’s hands. MATHILDE looks 
questioningly at her.) 

CrciLe: Oh, my poor Mathilde! (She 
pauses.) But my necklace was false. 
It was only a paste imitation. (Ma- 
THILDE looks horrified.) At most, it 
was worth only five hundred francs. 
(MATHILDE looks at her, even more 
horrified. She sways as though about 
to faint as CrciLE grasps her and 
the curtains close quickly.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 86) 
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subscribers may also obtain plays from previous issues: 


* 


Fire Prevention Week 


Tue Potka Dor Pup 


October 12th — Columbus Day 


Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 


West TO THE INDIES More Tuan CouraGe 

Tue Guost FROM GENOA Bryonpn Mutiny 

Day or Destiny Most MEMORABLE VOYAGE 

FeTrers AND DREAMS Tur WrAvVER's Son 

I SHauu Sait AGAIN Bryonp THULE 

Brave ADMIRAL Great BEGINNING 

For THE GLORY OF SPAIN 

lower Grades 


Tue Return or Co_umBus . 
A Compass FOR CHRISTOPHER Radio Play 
Son or CoLumBus Tueirn Masesties CoMMAND 


October 24th — United Nations Day 
Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 


CavALcapE or Human Ricars ALIce IN PuzzLELAND 

TURNING THE TABLES INVASION FROM THE STRATOSPHERE 
A Pray Witrnovut a Name 

THREE AND THE DRAGON 


October 28th — Anniversary of the Statue of Liberty 


Radio Play 
Tue Sratvue Speaks 


October 30th — Halloween 


Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 


Wren THE Hurtynurvy's Done Tue Saucy Scarecrow 
O.p Cnosts at Home Tue WonperFut HALLOWEEN Cape 
ENCHANTED, I'm SuRE Tuer SCARECROW AND THE WITCH 
Haunts ror Hire Tue HALLOWEEN SPELL 
No TREAT FoR GILBERT SHapes OF RANSOM 
Apra-Kaparra-Kapoo Tur Guost WaLks TONIGHT 
Spooks 1N Books Tut Rosy-CHeekep Guost 
Iuat’s THE Spirit Tur Wonverrut WITCHWARE STORE 
Be My Guost Test For A WITCH 
Spooky Sprecrac.es Witcues’ Detiaut 
HALLOWEEN Luck Tue Greepy GosLin 
Hometown HALLOWEEN Tue Revvuctant Gost 
Tue Sort-Heartep Guost A Car ror HALLOWEEN 
BEWITCHED AND BEWILDERED Guosis on GUARD 
Tue Broomstick Beauty Tue New Broom 

Broom Market Day 


Lower Grades 


Tue Meanest WitcxH HALLOWEEN SCARECROW 

Spunky Punky Tue Timip Littie Witcr 

Tue Broken Broomstick Crier HALLOWEEN SprrRit 

Tue Courtroom or TERROR Some Tricks Are TREATS 
ScHOOL FOR SCARING SoMETHING NEw FoR HALLOWEEN 
HALLOWEEN Maaic Tue Lirtite Witcn Wao Triep 
HALLOWEEN Brew Jack-0-LANTERN 

Tue Scarecrow PARTY Tue Witcu Doctor 

Wuo Scarep Wom Tue HaLLoween WicHes 





Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current 
issue, may be produced royalty-free by subscribers. Single copies of individual plays 
may be purchased by current subscribers only for 25c each (50c to nonsubscribers). 
When ordering scripts, please give name under which subscription is listed. Other- 
wise regular price of 50c per copy will be charged. To eliminate bookkeeping, we sug- 
gest that payment accompany playbook orders, especially for small quantities. 
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Book Collections of 





a 


Royaliy-Gree Plays for Young People 


STANDARD CLOTHBOUND EDITIONS 


Junior and Senior High 


Four-Star Rapio Piars ror TEEN-AGERSW 
Burack $4.00 


MELODRAMAS AND Farces FoR YOUNG 
Acrors** 

Dias $4.50 
One-Act Piays ror TEEN-AGERS 
Dias $5.00 
Piays For GREAT OccasIONs” 
DuBois $4.00 
Rapio Piays ror YounG PEoPLE** 
Hackett $4.00 
Mopern CoMEDIES ror YOUNG PLAYERS ** 
Hark and McQueen $4.50 


Tren-aGE Piays ror ALL Occasions** 
Hark and McQueen $5.00 


Twenty-Five Piays ror Ho.iipars** 
Hark and McQueen $5 


Bive-Risson Piayrs ror GRADUATION” 
Kamerman $3.75 


Houmay Piays ror Treen-AGErRs** 
Miller $4.50 
On Srace ror Teen-AGers** 
Miller $5.00 
Prizge Piays ror TEEN-AGERS** 
Miller $5.00 
CoMEDIEs AND Farces ror TEEN-AGERS*® 
Murray $4.95 


MopEerRN MONOLOGUES FOR YOUNG PBOPLE 
Murray $3.95 


Mystery Puiays ror Youna PEoP.e* 
Murray $4.50 


Rapio Piays From SHAKESPEARE** 
Olfson $4.00 
Rapro Puiays or Famous Srorigs** 
Olfson $4.00 
One-Act Piays ror Aut-Grrait Casts** 
Paradis $3.75 


CaREER Pays ror YounGc PEop.e** 


Richmond $4.00 





| 
| 


Middle and Lower Grades 


100 PLays ror CHILDREN** 
Burack $5.95 
Turrty Piays ror CLassrkoom READINGY 
Durrell and Crossley (Text edition) $3.50 
(Trade edition) $4.00 
Heattu AND Sarety PLays AND 
PROGRAMS ** 
Fisher 
Ho.timay PROGRAMS 
GrRis** 
Fisher 
Juntor Piays ror Att Occasions** 
Hark and McQueen 
CHILDREN’s Puays 
STORIES* 
Kamerman 
Lirr.e Piays ror LittLe PLayers** 
Kamerman 
Frrst PLays FoR CHILDREN** 
Miller 
Go.tp Mepat Pays ror Houtipays** 
Miller 
Piays For LIvING AND LEARNING*® 
Miller $4.00 


Houipay Puays ror Litrie PLayers** 
Newman $4 


$4.00 
ror Boys AND 
$4.00 


$5.00 


From Favorite 


$5.95 
$4.00 
$4.00 


$5.00 


RouND-THE- YEAR PLAYS FOR CHILDREN 
Very $3.75 


All Grades 


Curistmas PLays ror Youna Acrors** 
Burack $4.00 

Four-Star Piays ror Boys** 
Burack 

CHRISTMAS PLAYs AND ProGrRams**® 
Fisher 

Patriotic Plays aNnp Procrams** 
Fisher and Rabe $4.50 

Unrrep Nations Pays aNnp Procrams** 
Fisher and Rabe $4.00 

Specrau Puiays ror Speciat Days** 
Hark and McQueen 

Suort Piays ror ALt-Boy Casts** 
Howard 

Buive-Risson Pays ror GIRLs” 
Kamerman 

A Treasury or Curistmas Piars**® 
Kamerman $5.00 

RowuND-THE-WoRLD PLays FoR YOUNG 

PEOPLE 

Nolan 


$3.75 
$5.00 


$3.75 


$4.50 


$5.00 


*Listed in the Booklist of the A.iL.A 
*¥ Wilson Standard Catalog Cards Available 


\ PLAYS, INC. Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 








